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N. B. The Part, marked thus (*) are omitted in the Re- 


Area 


SCENE, On à Sig at Sea. 


A tampeſtuous noiſe of thunder and lightning beard, Enter a 
Ship-maſter, and à Boatſwain. 


Maft. Oatſwain— 
* B Boatſ. Here, Maſter : what cheer? 


Maft. Good; ſpeak to th' mariners ; fall to't yarely, 
or we run ourſelves a- ground: beſtir, beſtir. [ Exit. 


Enter Mariners. 
. Boat/. Hey, my hearts; cheerly, my hearts; yare, 
are, take in the top-ſail : tend to th* maſter's whiſtle; 
low, till thou burſt thy wind, if room enough. 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinand, Gon- 
* zalo, and others.” 

Alon. Good Boatſwain, have care: where's the maſter ? 
Play the men. 

Boat/. I pray now, keep below. 

Ant. Where is the maſter, Boatſwain ? 

Boat/. Do you not hear him? you mar our labour; 
keep your cabins ; you do aſſiſt the ftorm, 

Gonx. Nay, good, be patient. 

Boat/. When the ſea is. Hence—what care theſe 
roarers for the name of King? to cabin; ſilence; tiou- 
ble us not. f 

Conx. Good, yet remember whom thou haſt aboard. 

A 3 Boas /. 


paſo Soong ag B 8 S 94,5 
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Boat/. None, that I more love than myſelf. You are 
a counſellor; if you can command theſe elements to fi- 
lence, and work the peace, o' the preſent, we will not 
hand a rope more; uſe your authority, If you cannot, 
give thanks you have lived ſo long, and make yourſelf 
ready in your cabin, for the miſchance of the hour, if 
it ſo hap. Cheerly, good hearts; out of our way, I 
ſay. [ Exit. 
Cons, I have great comfort from this fellow; me- 
thinks, he hath no drowning mark upon him ; his com- 
plexion is perfect gallows. Stand faſt, good fate, to his 
hanging ; make the rope of his deſtiny our cable, for our 
own doth little advantage: if he be not born to be hang- 
ed, our caſe is miſerable. [Exeunt, 


Re-enter Boatſwain. 


Boat. Down with the top-malt : yare, lower, lower; 
bring her to try with main-courſe. A plague upon this 
howling !— | 


A cry within. Re-enter Sebaſtian, Anthonio, and 


. 


Gonzalo. 


* they are louder than the weather, or our office. Vet 
again? what do you here? ſhall we give o'er, and drown? 
have you a mind to fink ?? 

Seb. A pox o' your throat, you bawling, blaſphemous, 
uncharitable dog. 

Boatſ. Work you, then. 

Ant. Hang, cur, hang; you whoreſon, inſolent, noiſe» 
maker; we are leſs afraid to be drowned, than thou art. 

Gonz, I'll warrant him from drowning, though the 
ſhip were no ſtronger than a nut- ſhell, and as leaky as 
an unſtanched wench. | | 

Boarſ. Lay her a-hold, a-hold ; ſet her two courſes 
off to lea again; lay her off, | 


Enter Mariners wet. 


Mar. All lot! to prayers, to pray ers! all loſt! ¶ Exeunt. 
* Boatſ. What, muſt our mouths be cold ? 


6 Cont, 
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* Gonz. The King and Prince at pray'rs! let us aſſiſt 


dem. 
For our caſe is as theirs. 
Seb. I'm out of patience. 
Ant. We're meerly cheated of our lives by drunkards. 
This wide-chopt raſcal— Would, thou might'ſt lye 
* drowning, | 
© The waſhing of ten tides ! 
* Gonz. He'll be hang'd yet, 
Though every drop of water ſwear againſt it, 
And gape at wid ſt to glut him. 
Mercy on us! [A confuſed noiſe woithing- 
Wie ſplit, we ſplit! Farewel, my Wife and Children! 
Brother, farewel! we ſplit, we ſplit, we ſplit! 
* Ant. Let's all fink with the King. Exit. 
Seb. Let's take leave of him. Exit. 
Genx. Now would I give a thouſand furlongs of ſea 
for an acre of barren ground, long heath, brown furze,. 
any thing; the wills above be done, but I would fain 
die a dry death! [ Exit, 


$,.CEN-E changes 7 4 Part of the Inchanted Hand, 
near the Cell of Proſpero. 


Enter Proſpero and Miranda. 


Mira. If by your art (my deareſt father) you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar; . allay them: 
The ſky, it ſeems, would pour down ſtinking pitch, 
But that the ſea, mounting to ch' welkin's cheek, 
Daſhes the fire out. O! I have ſuffer'd, 
With thoſe that I ſaw ſuffer: a brave veſſel 
(Who had, no doubt, ſome noble creatures in her) 
Daſh'd all to pieces. O] the cry did knock 
Againſt my very heart : poor ſouls, they periſn'd! 
Had | been any God of Pow'r, I would 
Have ſunk the ſea within the earth, or ere 
It ſhould the good ſhip fo have ſwallow'd, and 
The fraighting ſouls within her. 
Pro. be collected; 
No more amazement; tell your piteous heart, 
There's no harm done. 924 Mira. 
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Mira. O woe the day ! 

Pro. No harm. 
J have done nothing but in care of thee, 
(Of thee, my dear one, thee, my daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence Jam; nor that I am more better 
Than Profpero, maſter of a full-poor cell, 
And thy no greater father. | 

Mira. More to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts, 

Pro. *Tis time, 
I ſhould inform thee farther, Lend thy hand, a 
And pluck my magic garment from me; ſo! 

8 Lays down his mantle 

Lie there, my art. Wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort. 
The direful ſpectacle of the wreck, which touch'd 
The very virtue of compaſſion in thee, _ 
I have with ſuch proviſion in mine art, 
So ſafely order'd, that there is no foyle *, 
No, not ſo much perdition as an hair, 
Betid to any creature in the veſſel | 
Which thou heard cry, which thou ſaw'ſt fink: fit down; 
For thou moſt now know farther, 

Mira. You have often 
Begun to tell me what I am, but ſtopt, 
And left me to a bootleſs inquiſition ; 
Concluding, Stay, not yet.— 

Pre. The hour's now come, 
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 
Obey, and be attentive. Canſt thou remember 
A time, before we caime unto this cell ? 


J 


* Ts no foyle, ] i. e. no damage, loſs, detriment, The two old 
alias read,—is no ſoul: which will not agree in grammar with the 
tollowing part of the ſentence, Mr. Rowe firſt ſubſtituted—»o ſeu/ 
, which does not much mend the matter, taking the context to- 
g ther. Foyle is a word familiar with our poet, and in ſome degree 
iy nony mous to perdition in the next line, | 

| I do 
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1 do not think, thou canſt; for then thou waſt not 
Out three years old “. 
Mira. Certainly, fir, I can. 
Pro. By what? by any other houſe, or perſon? 
Of any thing the image tell me, that 
Hath kept in thy remembrance. 
Mira. Tis far off; 
And rather like a dream, than an aſſurance, 
That my remembrance warrants, Had I not 
Four or five women, once, that tended me ? 
Pro. Thou had'ſt, and more, Miranda: but how is it, 
That this lives in thy mind ? what ſeeſt thou elſe, 
In the dark back-ward and abyſme of time? 
If thou remember'ſt aught, ere thou cam'ſt here; 
How thou cam'ſ here, thou may'R. 
Mira. But that I do not. 
Pro, * ** twelve years ſince, Miranda; twelve years 
nce, 
Thy father was the Duke of Milan, and 
A Prince of pow'r. 
Mira. Sir, are not you my father ? 
Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She ſaid, thou waſt my daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke of Milan, and thou his only heir 
A Princeſs, no worſe iſſu'd. 
Mira. O, the heav'ns ! | 
What foul play had we, that we came from thence ? 
Or bleſſed was t, we did? 
Pro. Both, both, my girl: 
By foul play (as thou ſay ' ſt) were we heav'd thence; 
But bleſſedly help'd hither. 
Mira. O my heart bleeds 
To think o*th'teene that I have turn'd you to, 
Which is from my remembrance. Pleaſe you, farther. 
Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call'd 4nthonio— 
F pray thee, mark me ;—{that a brother ſhould 
Be ſo perfidious h) he whom next thyſelf 
Out three years old.] This is the old reading: tis true, the ex- 
preſhon is obſolete, but it ſupply'd the ſenſe of, full cut, eut-right, or 
7ight-out, 9 


45 
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Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put 
The manage of my ſtate ; (as, at that time, 
Through all the figniories it was the firſt ; 

And Profpero the prime Duke, being ſo reputed 

In dignity ; and for the liberal arts, 

Without a parallel ; thoſe being all my ſtudy :) 

'The government I caſt upon my brother, 

And to my ſtate grew ſtranger ; being tranſported, 
And wrapt in ſecret ſtudies. Thy falſe uncle 
(Doſt thou attend me ?) 

Mira. Sir, molt heedfully. 

Pro. Being once perfected how to grant ſuits, 
How to deny them; whom t' advance, and whom 
© Totraſh for over-topping ; new-created 
* The creatures, that were mine; I ſay, or chang'd 'em, 
Or elſe new form'd em; having both the key 8 
Of officer and office, ſet all hearts iꝰ th* flate 
« To what tune pleas'd his ear; that now he was 
© The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, 
And ſuckt my verdure out onꝰt.— Thou attend'ſt not. 

* Mira. Good Sir, 1 do.“ 

Pra. I pray thee, mark me then, 

I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To cloſeneſs, and the bettering of my mind, 
With that which, but by being ſo retired, 
O'er-priz'd all popular rate, in my falſe brother 
Awak 'd an evil nature; and my troſt, 

Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falſhood in its contrary as great 

As my truſt was; which had, indeed, no limit, 


A confidence /ans bound.“ He being thus lorded 


Not only with what my revenue yielded, | 


| But what my power might elſe exact; like one, 


Who having unto truth, by telling of it, 

Made ſuch a finner of his memory, 

To credit his own lie, he did believe 

He was, indeed, the Duke; from ſubſtitution, 

And executing th' outward face of royalty, 

With all prerogative. Hence his ambition growing— 
Doſt chou hear ? 


Mira. 


THE TEMPEST, It: 
Mira. Your tale,.fir, would cure deafneſs. 
Pro. To have no ſcreen between this part he play d. 
And him he play'd it for, he needs will be 
Abſolute Milan. Me, poor man !—-my library 
Was Dakedom large enough; of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable : confederates 


(So dry he was for ſway) 


To give him annual tribute, do him homage ; 
Subject his coronet to his crown; and bend 
The Dukedom, yet unbow'd, (alas, poor Milan /) * 


To moſt ignoble ſtooping. 
Mira. O the heav*ns ! 


Pro. Mark his condition, and th” event ; then tell me 
If this might be a brother? | 


Mira. I ſhould fin *, 
To think but nobly of my 
Good wombs have bore 


Pro. Now the condition: | 
This King of Naphs, being an enemy 


To me inveterate, hearks 


Which was, that he in lieu o“ th? premiſes, 

Of homage, and I know not how much tribute, 
Should preſent]y extirpate me and mine, 

Out of the Dukedom; and confer fair Milan, 


= 


have it; To think but nobly 
cording to our author's uſage, 


Þ+ Good Wombs have bore bad Sons: | 

Pro. Now the Condition:] Thus have all the editions. divided 
theſe ſpeeches; But, tho' I have not attempted to regulate them others - 
wile, I have great ſuſpicion, that our author plac'd them thus; 

Pro. Geoed Wombs hawe bore bad Sons, 
could Miranda, that came into this Deſart Iſland an infant, that had 
never ſeen any other creatures of the. world, but her father and Ca/i- 
ban, with any propriety be furaiſh'd to make ſuch an obſervation 
from life, that the iſſue has often degenerated from the parent? But 


it comes very properly from ——— as a ſhort document, by the by, 


to his daughter; implying, ©« 


« honour of her anceſtor; for that it was common in life, for good * 
«- people to have bad children.“ 


| Loud fin, f ah 
To think not nobly of my Grandmot herz] This is Mr, Pope's reading; 
from no authority, I preſume: All the copies that I have ſeen, . 


wi” th' King of Naples 


grandmother ;- 
bad ſons.” + 


my brother's ſuit ;- 


i, e. otherwiſe. than nobly ; ac- 


Now, the Condition: How 2] 


at ſhe did very well to think with 


7 Tbs, With i 
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With all the honours, on my brother. Whereon 
A treacherous army levy'd, one mid-night, 
Fated to th* purpoſe, did Ani bonio open 
The gates of Milan; and, i' th' dead of darkneſs, 
The miniſters for the purpoſe hurry'd thence 
Me, and thy crying ſelf. 
Mira. Alack, for pity : 
I, not remembering how I cry'd out then, 
Will cry it o'er again; it is a hint, 
That wrings mane eyes tot. 

Pro. Hear a little further, 

And then I'll bring thee to the preſent buſineſs, 
Which now 's apon.'s ; without the which, this ſtory 
Were moſt impertinent. ; 

Mira. Why did they not 
That hour deſtroy us? 

Pro. Well demanded, wench; | 
My tale provokes that queſtion. Dear, they durſt not 
Go dear the love the people bore me) ſet 
A mark ſo bloody on the buſineſs ; but 
With colours fairer painted their foul ends. 

In few, they hurry'd us aboard a bark; 
Bore us ſome leagues to ſea; where they prepar'd 


A rotten carcafe of a boat, not rigg'd, 


Nor tackle, ſail, nor maſt; the very rats 
Inſtinctively had quit it: there they hoiſt us, 
To cry to th? ſea, that roar'd to us; to figh 


To th' winds, whole pity, ſighing back again, 


Did vs but loving wrong. 
Mira. Alack! what trouble - 


Was I then to you? 


Pro. O] a cherubim 
Thou waſt, that did preſerve me: Thou didſt ſmile, 
Infuſed with a fortitude from heav'n, 
(When! have deck'd the fea with drops full-ſalt; 
Under my burden groan'd;) which rais'd in me 


An 8 ſtomach, to bear up 
* 


Againſt wha ould enſue. 
Mira. How came we aſhore? 
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Pro. By providence divine, * | 
Some food we had, and ſome freſh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan, Gonxalo, 
Out of his charity (being then appointed 
Maſter of this deſign) did give us, with 
Rich garments, linens, ſtuffs, and neceſſaries, 
Which ſince, have ſteaded much. So of his gentleneſs, 
Knowing I lov'd my books, he furniſh'd me 
From my own library, with volumes that 
I prize above my Dukedom, 
Mira. Would J might 
But ever ſee that man! 
Pro. Now, attend: gn | 
And hear the laſt of our ſea- ſorrow. 
Here in this iſland we arriv'd, and here 
Have I, thy ſchool-maſter, made thee more profit, 
Than other Princes can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not fo careful. | 
Mira. N thank you for't! And now, I pray 
you, ur, 
(For ſtill ' tis beating in my mind) your reaſon, 
For raiſing this ſea - ſtorm? 
Pro. Know thus far forth, | 
By accident moſt firange, bountiful Fortune 
(Now my dear lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this ſhore ; and, by my preſcience, 
I find, my Zenith doth depend, upon 
A moſt auſpicious ſtar; whoſe influence, 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop —Here ceaſe more queſtions ; 
Thou art inclin'd to ſteep. Tis a good dulneſs, 
And give it way; 1 know, thou can't not chuſe— 
ft { Miranda rep. 
Come away, ſervant, come; I'm ready now; 
Approach, my Ariel, come. 


Enter Ariel. | | 


Ari. All hail, great maſter! grave fir, hail! I come 
To anſwer thy beſt pleaſure: be 't to fly, 
To ſwim, to dive into the fire; to ride 
On 
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On the curl'd clouds: to thy ſtrong bidding, taſk. 
Ariel, and all his qualities, 
Pro. Haſt thou, ſpirit, 
Per form'd to point the tempeſt that I bade one! ? 
Ari. To every article. 
] boarded the King's ſhip; now on the beak, 
Now in the waſte, the deck, in every cabin, 
I flam'd amazement. Sometimes, Pd divide, 
And burn in many places; on the top-maſt,. 
The yards, and bolt-ſprit, would I flame diſtinctly; 
Then meet and join. TFove's lightnings, the precurſers 
Of dreadful thunder-claps,. more momentary- | 
And ſight out-runnning, were not; the fire and cracks 
Of ſolphurous roar ing, the moſt mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to beſiege, and make his bold waves tremble TT 
Yea, his dread trident ſhake. | 
Pre, My brave, brave ſpirit! 
Who was ſo firm, ſo conſtant, that this coyl. 


Would not infe& his reaſon? 


Ari. Not a foul 
But felt a fever of the mind, and play'd 
Some tricks of deſperation ; all, but mariners; - 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the veſſel, 
Then all a-fire with me: the King's fon Ferdinand, 
With hair up-ftering (then like reeds, not hair) 
Was the firſt man, that leap'd; cry'd, Hell is rh ; 
And all the devils are here. 

Pro. Why,. that's my Spirit! 
But was not this nigh ſhore ? 

Ari. Cloſe by, my Maſter. | 

Pro. But are they, Ariel, ſafe? 

Ari. Not a hair periſh'd : 
Oa their ſuſtaining garments not a. blemiſh, 
But freſher than . And as thou badſt me, 
In troops I have diſpers'd them bout the iſle; 
The King's fon have I landed by himſelf, 
Whom TI left cooling of the air with Gghs, 
In an odd angle of the iſle, and fitting, 


His arms in this fad knot. 
Pra: 
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Pro, Of the King's ſhip | 

The mariners, ſay, how thou haſt diſpos'd, 
And all the reſt o' th' fleet? 

Ari. Safely in harbour | 
Is the King's ſhip ; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou call'dſt me up at midnight, to fetch dew 
From the ſtill-vext Bermudas, there ſhe's hid: 
The mariners all under hatches ſtow'd, 
Who, with a charm join'd to their ſuffer'd labour, 
I've left aſleep ; and for the reſt o' th' fleet, 
(Which I diſpers'd) they all have met again, 
And are upon the Mediterranean flote, 
Bound ſadly home for Naples; 
Suppoling, that they ſaw the King's ſhip wreckt, 
And his great perſon periſh. 

Pro. Ariel, thy charge | 
Exactly is perform'd ; but there's more work. 
What is the time o' th' day? 

Ari. Paſt the mid ſeaſon. 

Pro. At leaſt two glaſſes; the time 'twixt ſix and now, 
Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt preciouſly. 

Ari. Is there more toi} ? fince thou doſt give me pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou halt promis'd, 
Which 1s not yet perſorm'd me. 

Pro, How now! moody ? 
What is 't thou canſt demand? 

Ari. My liberty. 

Pro Before the time be out? no more, 

Ari I pr'ythee, 
Remember, I have done thee worthy ſervice; 
Told thee no lies, made no miſtakings, ſerv'd 
Without or grudge, or grumblings ; thou didfi promiſe 
To bate me a full year. 

Pro, Doſt thou forget 
From what a torment | did free thee ? 

Ari. No. 

Pro. Thou doſt ; and think ſt it much to tread the ooae 
* Of the ſalt deep; 
To run upon the ſharp wind of the North; 
To do me buſineſs in the veins o' th' earth, 
When it is bak d with froſt, Ari. 
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Hei. I do not, Sir.“ | 
Pro. Thou ly*ſt, malignant thing! haſt thou forgot 
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy 
Was grown into a hoop ? haſt thou | her ? 
Ari. No, fir. | | 
Pro. Thou haſt; where was ſhe born? ſpeak ; tell me. 
Ari. Sir, in Argier. 
Pro. Oh, was ſhe ſo? I muſt 
Once in a month recount what thou haft been, 
Which thou forget*ſt. This damn'd witch Sycorax, 
For miſchiefs manifold and ſorceries terrible, 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, 
Thou know'ſt, was baniſh'd : for one thing ſhe did, 
They would not take her life. Is not this true? 
Ari. Ay, fir. | | 
Pro. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought with child, 
And here was left by th' ſailors; thou, my ſlave, - 
As thou report'ſt thyſelf, was then her ſervant, 
And, for thou waſt a ſpirit too delicate 
To a& her earthy and abhorr'd commands, 
Refuſing her grand heſts, ſhe did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent miniſters, 
And in her moſt unmitigable rage, 


Into a cloven pine; wthin which yift 


Impriſon'd, thou didſt poinfully remain 

A dozen years, within which ſpace ſhe dy'd, 

And left thee there: where thou didſt vent thy groans, 
As faſt as mill-wheels ſtrike. Then was this Iſland 
(Save for the ſon that ſhe did litter here, 

A freckled whelp, hag-born) not honour'd with 

A human fhape. 

Ari, Yes; Caliban her fon. 

Pro. Dull thing, I ſay ſo; he, that Cahban, 
Whom now I keep in ſervice. Thou beſt know'ſt, 
What torment I did find thee in; thy groans 
Did make wolves how], and penetrate the breaſts 
Of ever-angry bears ; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo: it was mine art, 


When I arriv'd and heard thee, that made gape 


The 
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The pine, and let thee out. 
Ari. I thank thee, maſter. 
Pro. If thou more murmur'ſt, I will rend an oak, 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou'ſt howl'd away twelve winters. 
Ari. Pardon, maſter, 
I will be correſpondent to command, 
And do my ſp'riting gently. 
Pro. Do ſo: and, after two days, 
I will diſcharge thee. 
Ari. That's my noble maſter : 
What ſhall I do? ſay what? what ſhall I do? 
Pro. Go make thyſelf like to a 2 o' th' ſea, 
Be ſubje& to no ſight, but mine: invitbl | 
To every eye-ball elſe. Go take this ſhape, 
And hither come in it: go hence with diligence. 
[ Exit Ariel. 
Awake, dear heart, awake! thou haſt ſlept well ; 
Awake 
Mira. The ſtran 
Heavineſs in me. 
Pro. Shake it off: come on; 
We'll viſit Caliban my ſlave, who never 
Yields us kind anſwer. 
Mira. Tis a villain, fir, 
I do not love to look on— 
Pro. But, as tis, 
We cannot miſs him : he does make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood, and ſerves in offices 
That profit us [ Ex. Mira. ] What hoa ; ſlave! Caliban ? 
Thou earth thou! ſpeak. 
Cal. [within.)] There's wood enough within. | 
Pro. Come forth, I ſay ; there's other baſineſs for thee; 
Come, thou tortoiſe | when ?— 


Enter Ariel, like a Water Nymph. 


Fine apparition ! my quaint Ariel, 
Hark in thine ear. 
Ari. My Lord, it ſhall be done. [ Exit, 
Pro. Thou poiſonous ſlave, got by the devil himſelf, 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth. Enter 


geneſs of your ory put 
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l Enter Caliban. 
41 Cal. As wicked dew, as e'er my mother bruſh'd, 
With raven's feather from unwholſom fen, 
Drop on you both! a ſouth-weſt blow on you, 
And bliſter you all o'er ! 
- Pro, For this, be ſure, to-night thou ſhalt have cramps, 
Side-ſtitches that ſhall pen thy breath up; urchins 
Shall, for that vaſt of night that they may work, 
All exerciſe on thee : thou ſhalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more ſtinging 
Than bees that made 'em. | 
Cal. I muſt eat my dinner. | 
This Iſland 's mine by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thou tak'ſt from me. When thou cameſt firſt, 
Thou ſtroak'd'ſt me, and mad'& much of me; 
| ; would'ſt give me | 
| Water with berries in't; and teach me how 
Þ} To name the bigger light, and how the leſs, 
| That burn by day and night: and then | loy'd thee, 
And ſhew'd thee all the qualities o' th' Ile, | 
The freſh ſprings, brine pits ;- barren place, and fertile. 
< Curs'd be I, that I did fo! all the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you! 
For | am all the ſubjects that you have, | 
| Who firſt was mine own King; and here you ſty me, 
| In this hard rock, whiles you.do keep from me 
The reſt of th' Iſland. 
| Pro. Thou moſt lying flave, | | 
| Whom ſtripes may move, not kindneſs ; I have us'd thee- 
(Filth as thou art) with humane care, and lodg'd 
In mine own cell, *till thou did'ſt ſeek to violate 
The honour of my child, | 
i Cal. Oh ho, oh hol I would it had been done! 
hi Thou didſt prevent me, I had peopled elſe 
vn This Iſle with Cal:bars. | 
| Pro. Abhorred ſlave * ! 


Which 


* Mira. Abborred Slave;] In all the printed editions this ſpeech 


i j i given to Miranda: but I am perſuaded, the author acver _— 
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Which any print of goodneſs wilt not take, 
Being capable of all ill! I pity'd thee, l 
Took pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee, each hour, 
One thing or other. When thou didſt not, ſavage, 
Know thine own meaning, but would'it gabble like 
A thing moſt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoſes, | 
With words that made them known. But thy vile race 
* (Tho' thou didſt learn) had that in't, which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou 
* Deſervedly conñn'd into this rock, 
Who hadſt deferv'd more than a priſon ——" 
Cal. You taught me language, and my profit ont 
Is, I know how to curſe : the red plague rid you, 
For learning me your language! 
Pro. Hag-ſeed, hence! 
Fetch us in fewel, and be quick (thou wert beſt) 
To anſwer other buſineſs. Shrug'ſt thou, malice ? 
If thou negle&@'ſt, or doſt unwillingly, 
What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps ; 
Fill all thy bones with aches, make thee roar, 
That beaſts ſhall tremble at thy din. 
Cal. No, pray thee. 
I muſt obey ; his art is of ſuch pow'r, 
It would control my dam's god Setebes, | 
And make a vaſſal of him. 
Pro. So, ſlave, hence [Exit Caliban. 


it for her, In the firſt place, tis probable, Proſpero taught Caliban 
to ſpeak, rather than left that office to his daughter : in the next 
place, as Proſper was here rating Caliban, it would be a great impro- 
priety for her to take the diſcipline out of his hands; and, indeed, 
1n ſome ſort, an indecency in her to reply to what Caliban laſt was 
ſpeaking of, Mr, Dryden, I obſerve, in his Alteration of this Play, 
has judiciouſly placed this ſpeech to Preſpero. I can eaſily gueſs, that 
the change was firſt derived from the players, who not loving that 
any character ſhould ſtand too long filent on the ſtage, to obviate 
that inconvenience with regard to Miranda, clap'd this ſpeech to her 
part, , 


Enter 


Or it hath drawn me, rather—but tis gone. | 
Isel pl 
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Enter Ferdinand, and Ariel inviſible, playing and finging. 


IXI EIL. SONG. 
Come unto theſe yellow ſands, 
And then take hands : 
Curt'fied when you have, and kiff, 
The wild waves auh; | 
Foot it featly here and there, 
Ard, faveet ſprites, the burden bear. 
[Burden diſperſedly, 
Hark, hark, baugh-waugh : the watch-dogs bark, 
| Baugh waugh. 
Ari. Hark, bark, I hear | 
The ftrain of firutting chanticlere, 
Cry, Cock-a-doodle-do. 


A Dance of Spirits. 


Fer. Where ſhould this muſick be, i' th' air, or earth Þ— 
It ſounds no more: and ſure, it waits upon 
Some God o' th' Iſland. Sitting on a bank, 
Weeping again the King my father's wreck, 
This muſick crept by me upon the waters ; 
Allaying both their fury and my paſſion, 
With its ſweet air; thence I have follow'd it, 


No, it begins again. 


4LRIEL's SONG. 
Full fathom five thy father lies, 
07 bi on are — made; 
Thoſe are pearls, that were bis eyes; 
Nothing of him, that doth fade, 
But doth fuffer a ſca- change, | 
Into ſomething rich and ſtrange. 
Sea-nymphs Pourh ring his knell. 
Hark, new ] hear them, ding-dong bell. 
Lk {Burden : 4ing-dong. 
Fer. 


> Bo. 
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Fer. The ditty does remember my drown'd father; 
This is no mortal buſineſs, nor no ſound fi 
That the earth owns [Mz/ic again.] I hear it now above 

me, S { Exit Ferd. and Ariel. 


SCEN E. Another part of the Iſland. 


Enter Ariel and Ferdinand on one fide ; and Proſpero and | 
| Miranda, on the other. | 


Pro. The fringed curtains of thine eyes advance, 
And ſay, what thou ſee'ſt yond. 

Mira. What 1s't, a ſpirit ? 
Lord, how it looks about ! believe me, fir, 
It carries a brave form. But is 't a ſpirit ? | 

Pro, No, wench, it eats, and ſleeps, and hath ſuch ſenſes 
As we have, ſuch. This gallant, which thou ſee ſt, 
Was in the wreck : and, but he's ſomething ſtain'd | 
Wich grief, (that's beauty's canker) thou might'ſt call him 
A goodly perſon. He hath loſt his fellows, * 
And ſtrays about to find em. 

Mira. I might call him 
A thing divine; for nothing natural 

a 


» RR * . 


Jever ſaw ſo noble. | 

Pro. It goes on, I ſee, [ Ala. 
As my foul prompts it. Spirit, fine ſpirit, I'll free thee, 
Within two days for this, 


Fer. Moſt ſure, the goddeſs 
On whom theſe airs attend ! vouchſafe, my pray'r 
May know, if you remain upon this iſland ; 
And that you will ſome good inſtruction give, 
How I may bear me here: my prime requeſt 
(Which I do laſt pronounce) is, O you wonder ! 
If you be maid or no? 

Mira. No wonder, | ſir, 
But certainly a maid. 

Fer. My language! heav'ns! 
Jam the belt of hem that ſpeak this ſpeech, 
| Were I but where tis ſpoken. 

Pro. How ? the beſt? 
What wert thou, if the King of Naples heard thee ? 


Fer. 
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Fer. A ſingle thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear thee ſpeak of Naples. He does hear me ; 
And, that he does, I weep : myſelf am Naples, 
Who, with mine eyes (ne'er ſince at ebb) beheld 
The King my father wreckt. | 
Mira. Alack, for mercy! "795 
Fer. Yes, faith, and all his Lords: the Duke of M;lan, 
And his brave ſon, being twain “. | 
Pro. The Duke of Milan, 
And his more braver daughter, could control thee, 
If now 'twere fit to do it :=At the firſt fight, | To Ariel. 
They have chang'd eyes: (delicate Ariel | 
I'll ſet thee free for this.)? A word, good fir, 
I fear, you 've done yourſelf ſome wrong : a word— 
Mira. Why ſpeaks my father, ſo ungently ? this 
Is the third man that I e'er ſaw ; the firſt, 
That e'er I ſigh'd for. Pity move my father 


Jo be inclin'd my way! 


Fer. O, if avirgin, 
And your affection not gone forth, I'll make you 
The Queen of Naples. 
Pro. Soft, ſir; one word more 
'T hey 're both in either's power: but this ſwift buſineſs 
[ A/fede. 


J muſt uneaſy make, leſt too light winning 


Make the prize light. Sir, one word more; I charge thee, 
That thou attend me :—thou doſt here uſurp 
The name thou ow'ſt not, and haſt put thyſelf 
Upon this Iſland, as a ſpy, to win it 
From me, the Lord on't. 
Fer. No, as I'm a man. 5 
Mira. There's nothing ill can dwell in ſuch a temple. 
If the ill ſpirit have ſo fair an houſe, 
Good things will ſtrive to dwell with ꝰt. 
23 the Duke af Milan, 

And his brave ſon being twain, | Here ſeems a flight forgetful- 
neſs in our poet: Nobody was loſt in this wreck, as is manifeſt 
from ſeveral paſſages: and yet we have no ſuch character introduced 
in the fable, as the Duke of Milan's ſon, No doubt, in his firſt 
plan he had mark'd out ſuch a character; but, on ſecond thought, 
found it unneceſſary. 
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Pro. Follow me— 
Speak not you for him: he's a traitor. Come, 
III manacle thy neck and feet together; 
Sea-water ſhalt thou drink : thy food ſhall be 
The freſh-brook muſſels, wither'd roots, and huſks 
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow. 

Fer. No, 
I will reſiſt ſuch entertainment, till 
Mine enemy has more power. 

He draxvs, and is charm'd from moving. 
Mira. © dear father, 
Make not too raſh a trial of him ; for 
He's gentle, and not fearful. 
Pro. What, I ſay, 
My foot my tutor? put thy ſword up, traitor, 
Who mak t a ſhew, but dar'ſt not ſtrike; thy conſcience 
Is fo poſſeſt with guilt: come from thy ward, 
For Ican here diam ü thee with this ſtick, 
And make thy weapon drop. 

Mira. Beſeech you, father. 

Pro. Hence : hang not on my garment. 

Mira. Sir, have puy ; 

I'll be bis ſurety. 

Pro. Silence : one word more | 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What! 
An advocate for an impoitor ? huſh ! 

Thou think'ſt there are no more ſuch ſhapes as he, 
Having ſeen but him and Caliban; fooliſh wench! 
To th' moſt of men this is a Caliban, 

And they to him are angels. 

Mira. My affections 
Are then moſt humble: I have no ambition 
'To ſee a goodlier man. 

Pro. Come on, obey ; 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them. 

Fer. So they are: 

My ſpirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 


My father's loſs, the weakneſs which I feel, 


The wreck of all my friends, and this man's threats, 
I : | To 
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To whom I am ſubdu'd, were but light to me, 
Might I but through my priſon, once a day, 
Behold this maid : all corners elſe o' th' earth, 
Let liberty make uſe of ; ſpace enough 
Have I, in ſuch a priſon. 
Pro. It works: come on, 
{Thou haſt done well, fine 4rie/-) follow me. 
Hark what thou elſe ſhalt do me. [To Ariel, 
Mira. Be of comfort, 
My father's of a better nature, fir, 
Than he appears by ſpeech : this is unwonted, 
Which now came from him, 
Pro. Thou ſhalt be as free, 
As mountain winds ; but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 
Ari. To th' ſyllable. 
Pro. Come, follow: ſpeak not for him. [ Exeunt, 


. 
SCENE, Ancther Part of the Iſland. 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adrian, 
| « Franciſco, and others.” 


Gon. Eſeech you, fir, be merry : you have cauſe, 
(So have we all) of joy! for our eſcape 

Is much beyond our loſs : our hint of woe 

Is common; every day, ſome ſailor's wife, 

The maſters of ſome merchant, and the merchant, 

Have juſt our theme of woe : but for the miracle, 

(I mean our B few in millions, 

Can ſpeak like us: then wiſely, good ſir, weigh 

Our ſorrow with our comfort. | 


Alon, 


K er 
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Alon. Pr'ythee, peace“ 

Seb. He receives comſort like cold porridge. 

Ant. The viſitor will not give o'er ſo, 

Seb. Look, he's winding up the watch of his wit, by 
and by it will ſtrike, 

Gon. Sir.— 

© $26. One: — Tell. 

Gon. When every grief is entertain'd, that 's offer'd ; 
© comes to the entertainer— 

Seb. A dollor. 

* Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed ; you have ſpoken 
* truer than you propos'd. 

Seb. You have taken it wiſelier than I meant you 


* ſhould, 
© Gon. Therefore, my lord. 
Ant. Fie, what a ſpendthrift is he of his tongue? 
Alon I pr'ythee ſpare.— 4 
© Gon, Well, I have done: but yet— 
Seb. He will be talking. 
Ant. Which of them, he, or Adrian, ſor a good 
* wager, firſt begins to crow? 


7 


* Alon, Pr'ythee peace.] All that follows from hence to this ſpeeck 
of the king's, - | 
You cram theſe words into my ears againſt 
The ſtomach of my ſenſe, 
ſeems to Mr, Pope to have been an interpolation by the players, For 
my part, tho” I allow the matter of the dialogue to be very poor and 
trivial, (of which, I am ſorry to ſay, we don't want other inſtances 
in our poet ;) I cannot be of this gentleman's opinion, that it is inter- 
polated, For ſhould we take out this intermediate part, what would 
become of theſe words ef the king? " 
Would I had never 
Married my daughter there ! 
What daughter? and «where married? For it is from this intermediate 
part of the ſcene only, that we are told, the king had a daughter 
named Claribel, whom he had married into Tunis. Tis true, in a ſub- 
ſequent ſcene, betwixt Anthonio and Sebaſtian, we again hear her and 
Tunis mentioned: but in ſuch a manner, that it would be quite obſcure 
and unintelligible without this previous information, Mr, Pope's cri- 
ticiſm therefore is injudicious and unweighed, Beſides, poor and jejune 
as the matter of the dialogue is, it was certainly deſign'd to be of a ri- 
diculous ſtamp; to divert and unſettle the king's thoughts from re- 
ſlecting too deeply on his ſon's ſuppoſed drowning, 
B 6 Ses. 
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Seb. The old cock. 

Ant. The cockrel. 

Seb. Done: the wager ? 

Ant. A laughter. 

Seb. A match. | 

* Adr. Though this iſlanò ſeem to be deſart 

Seb. Ha, ha, ha,—So, you're paid. 

Har. Uninhabitable, and almoſt inacceſſible 

© Seb. Yet, — | 

Aar. Yet— 

Ant. He could not miſs 't. 

« Aer. It muſt needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate 
te perance. ; 

Ant Temperance was a delicate wench. 

* $.v. Ay, and a ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliver'd. 
. The air breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly. 
| if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 
c Aut. i *twere perfum'd by a fen. 
© Gon, Here is every thing advantageous to life. 
Ant. True ave means to live. 
Seb. Of that there 's none or little. 
Son. How luſh and luſty the graſs looks ? how green? 

* Ant. The ground indeed 1s taw ny. 

Seb. With an eye of green in't. 


Ant. He miſſes not much. 


Seb. No: he does but miſtake the truth totally. 
© Gon. But the rarity of it is, which is indeed almoſt 
beyond credit— | | 


Seb. As many voucht rarities are. 


© Gon. That ourgarments being (as they were) drench'd 
© in the ſea, hold, notwithſtanding, their freſhneſs and 
« ploſſes; being rather new dy'd, than ſtain'd with ſalt 
water. 

* Art, If but one of his pockets could ſpeak, would 
« it not ſay, he lies? 

Seb. Ay, or very falſely pocket up his report.” 

Gon. Methinks our garments are now as freſh, as when 
we put them on firſt in Mich, at the marriage of the 
King's fair daughter Claribel, to the King of Tunis. 

Seb. Twas a ſweet marriage, and we proſper well in 
our return, .* 


Ir. 
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Adr. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a para- 


„gon to their Queen. 


© Gon. Not ſince widow Dido 's time. 
Ant. Widow, a pox o' that: how came that widow 
c in? widow Dido / 
Seb. What if he had ſaid, widower Zneas too? 
Good lord, how you take it! 
Aar. Widow Dido, ſaid you? you make me ſtudy of 
© that: ſhe was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 
Gon. This Tunis, Sir, was Carthage. 
* Aar. Carthage! 
Gon. I aſſure you, Carthage. 
Ant. His word is more than the miraculous harp. 
Seb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houſes too. 
Ant. What impoſſible matter will he make eaſy next? 
„Seb. I think, he will carry this iſland home in his 
pocket, and give it his ſon for an apple. 
* Ant, And ſowing the kernels of it in the ſea, bring 
forth more iſlands. 
* Gon. Ay. 
Ant. Why, in good time. 
Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments ſeem 
* now as freſh, as when we were at Tunit at the marriage 
of your daughter, who is now Queen. 
Ant, And the rareſt that e'er came there. 
Seb. Bate, I beſeech you, widow Dis. 
© Ant. O, widow Dido! ay, widow Dido“ 
* Gon. Is not my doublet, Sir, as freſh as the firſt day 
I wore it? I mean, in a ſort, 
Ant. That ſort was well fiſh'd for. 
Gon. When I wore it at your daughter's marriage.” 
Alon. You cram theſe words into mine ears, againſt 
The ſtomach of my ſenſe. Would I had never 
Married my daughter there! For, coming thence, 
My ſon is loſt ; © and, in my rate, ſhe too; 
Who is ſo far from Jtaly remov'd, 
I ne'er again ſhall ſee her: O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what ſtrange fiſh 
© Hath made his meal on thee ?? 
B 2 Fran. 
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Fran, Sir, he may live, | 

I ſaw him beat the ſurges under him, 

And ride upon their backs; he trod the water; 

« Whoſe enmity he flung aſide, and breaſted _ 
The ſurge moſt ſwoln that met him: his bold head 
*Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himſelf with his good arms, in luſty ſtrokes, 

To th' ſhore ; *© that o'er his wave-worn baſis bow'd, 
As ſtcoping to relieve him :* I not doubt, 
He came alive to land, 

Alon, No, no, he's gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourſelf for this great loſs, 
That would not bleſs our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather loſe her to an African; 

Where ſhe, at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your eye, 
Who hath cauſe to wet the grief on 't. 

Alon. Pr'ythee, peace. 

Seb. Vou were kneel'd to, and importun'd otherwiſe, 
By all of us; and the fair ſoul herſelf, 

Weigh'd between lothneſs and obedience, at 

Which end the beam ſhould bow. We've loſt your ſon, 
] fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have 

More widows in them, of this buſineſs' making, 

Than we bring men to comfort them: 

The fault 's your own. 

Alon. So is the deareſt o' th' loſs. 

Gon, My Lord Sebaſtian, 

The truth you ſpeak, doth lack ſome gentleneſs, 
And time to ſpeak it in: you rub the lore, 
When you ſhould bring the plaſter. 

Alon. Still let me hope. Good Franciſco, look 
Out again, ſcout round the rocks, and bring my 
Heart ſome comfort with my ſon. [Exit Franciſco, 

Gen. Had I the plantation of this iſle, my Lord, 
And were a King on*t, what would I do? 

I would with ſuch perfection govern, fir, 
T' excel the golden age. 

Alon. Pr'ythee, no more Thou doſt talk 

Nothing to me Let us fit down upon 


This bank, and reſt our ſorrows. 
g Gon, 
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Gon, I will, my Lord; for I am very heavy, 
[They lie down upen the bank. 
Seb Pleaſe you, fir, 
Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 
It ſeldom viſits ſorrow : when it doth, 
It is a comforter. 
Ant. We two, my Lord. 
Will guard your perſon, while you take your reſt, 
And watch your ſafety. 
Alon. Thank you : wond'rous heavy— 
[ AI] fleep but Seb. and Ant. 
[ Soft muſic is played. 
Seb, What a ſtrange drowſineſs poſleſſes them 
Ant. It is the quality o' th' climate, 
Seb. Why 
Doth it not then our eye-lids ſink ? I find not 
Myſelf diſpos'd to ſleep. 
Ant, Norl, my ſpirits are nimble: 
They fell together all as by conſent, 
They dropt as by a thunder-ſtroke. What might 
Worthy Seba/tian—O, what might—no more, 
And yet, methinks, I ſee it in thy face, 
What thou ſhould'ſt be: th' occafion ſpeaks thee, and 
My ſtrong imagination ſees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. | 
Ses. What, art thou waking ? 
* Ant, Do you not hear me ſpeak ? 
Seb. Ido; and, ſurely, 
* It is a ſleepy language; and thou ſpeak'ſt 
Out of thy ſleep: what is it thou didit ſay ? 
This is a ſtrange repoſe, to be aſleep 
With eyes wide open: ſtanding, ſpeaking, moving; 
* And yet ſo faſt aſleep.” 
Ant. Noble Sebaſtian, 
Thou let'ſt thy fortune ſleep; die rather: wink'R, 
* Whilſt thou art waking. 
Seb. Thou doſt ſnore diſtinctly; 
* There's meaning in thy ſnores. 
Ant. I am more ſerious than my cuſtom. You 
* Muſt be ſo too, if heed me; which to do, 
B 3 Fre- 
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© Trebles thee o'er “. 

Seb. Well: J am ſtanding water, 

Ant. I'll teach you how to flow, 

Seb. Do ſo: to ebb 
Hereditary ſloth inliruRs me. 

Ant. O | 
If you but knew, how you the purpoſe cheriſh, 
Whilſt thus you mock it; how, in ſtripping it, 
© You more inveſt it, ebbing men, indeed, 
© Moſt often do ſo near the bottom run, 
* By their own fear or ſloth.” 

Seb. Pr'y thee, ſay on; 
The ſetting of thine eye and cheek proclaim 
A matter | a thee, and a birth, indeed, 
Which throes thee much to yield, 
Ant. Thus, fir: 
Although this lord of weak remembrance, this, 
(Who ihall be of as little memory, 
When he is earth'd;) hath here almoſt perſuaded 
(For he's a ſpirit of perſuaſion, only 
Profeſſes to perſuade) the King, his ſon 's alive; 
"Tis as impoſſible that he 's undrown'd, 
As he, that ſleeps here, ſwims. 
Seb. I have no hope; 
That he's undrown'd. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope, 
What great hope have you ? no hope, that way, is 
Another way ſo high an hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, | 
But doubt diſcovery there.“ Will you grant, with me, 
That Ferdinand is drown'd ? : 

Seb. He's gone. 

Aut. Then tell me 
Who 's the next heir of Naples ? 

* Trebles thee o er.] i, e. makes thee thrice what thou now art, 
Thus the two firſt folios, and all the other impreſſions of any authority, 
that I have ſeen, exhibit the text : and the phraſe is familiar both to 
our poet, and other ſtage-writers of his time, 

Troubles thee oer is a fooliſh reading, which, I believe, firſt got 
birth in Mr, Pope's two editions of our poet; and, I dare ſay, will lie 
buried there in a proper obſcurity, $4 
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Seb. What mean you ? 

Ant. Say, this were death 
That now hath ſeiz'd them, why, they were no worſe, 
Than now they are: there be that can rule Naples, 
As well as he that ſleeps; © lords that can prate 
As amply, and unneceſſarily, 
As this Gonzalo; I myſelf could make 
* A chough of as deep chat.“ O, that you bore 
The mind that I do; what a ſleep was this, 
For your advancement! Do you underſtand me ? 

Seb. Methinks, I do. 

Ant. And how does your content 
Tender your own good fortune ? 

Seb. I remember, 
You did ſupplant your brother Pro/þ'ro. 

Ant, True : 
And, look, how well my garments fit upon me; 
Much feater than before, My brother's ſervants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men, 

Seb. But, for your conſcience— 

Ant. Ay, fir ; where lies that? 
If *twere a kybe, *twould put me to my ſlipper : 
But I feel not this deity in my boſom.” 
Ten conſciences, that ſtand 'twixt me and Milan, 
Candy'd be they, and melt, e'er they moleſt 
Here lies your brother 
No better than the earth he lies upon, 
If he were that which now he's like, that's dead; 
Whom I with this obedient ſteel, three inches of it, 
Can lay to bed for ever: you doing thus, 
To the perpetual wink for aye might put 
This ancient morſel, this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſe. For all the reſt, 
* They'll take ſuggeſtion, as a cat laps milk; 
They 'I tell the clock to any buſineſs, that, 
We ſay, befits the hour, 

Seb. Thy caſe, dear friend, 
Shall be my precedent : as thou got'ſt Milan, 
Fl come by Naples. Draw thy ſword ; one ſtroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay'> ; 
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And I the King ſhall love thee. 

Ant. Draw together : 
And when I rear my hand, do you the like, 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. O, but one word— 


Enter Ariel, * auith Mufick and Song.” 


Ari. My maſter through his art foreſees the danger, 
That you, his friend, are in; and ſends me forth, 


{For elſe his project dies) to keep them living. 
[ Sings in Gonzalo' Zar. 


While you here do ſuoring lie, 
Open-ey'd Conſpiracy 
His time doth take : 
Fe, life you keep a care, 
Shake off ſlumber and beware : 
Awake ! awake ! 


Ant. Then let us both be ſudden, 
Gon. Now, good angels preſerve the King ! 
[They wake. 
Alon. Why, how now, ho? awake? why are you 
drawn ? 
Wherefore this ghaſtly looking ? 
Gon, What's the matter ? 
Seb. While we ſtood here ſecuring your repoſe, 
Ev*n now we heard a hollow burſt of bellowing, 
Like bulls, or rather lions; did 't not wake you? 
It ſtruck mine ear moſt terribly. | 
Alon. I heard nothing. 
Ant. O, *twas a din to fright a monſter 's ear ; 
To make an earthquake : ſure it-was the roar 
Of a whole herd of lions, 
Alon. Heard you this? 
Gon. Upon my honour, fir, I heard a humming, 
And that a ſtrange one too, which did awake me. 
I ſhak*d you, fir, and cry'd; as mine eyes open'd, 
I ſaw their weapons drawn; there was a noiſe, 
That's verity. *Tis beſt we ſtand on guard; 


Or that we quit this place: let's draw our weapons, 
Alon. 
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Alon. Lead off this ground, and let's make further 


ſearch, 


For my poor ſon. 
Gon. Heav'ns keep him from theſe beaſts ! 


For he is, ſure, i' th' iſland. 

Alon. Lead away. | 

Ari. Preſpero my lord ſhall know what I have done. 
© So, King, go fafely on to ſeek thy ſon.” [ Exeunt; 


SCENE changes to another part of the Iſland. 


Enter Caliban, with a burden of wood ; a noiſe of thunder 
heard. | 


Cal. All the infections that the ſun ſucks vp, 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Praſper fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a diſeaſe! His ſpirits hear me, | 
And I needs muſt curſe. But they Il not pinch, 
Fright me with urchin ſhews, pitch me i' th' mire, 
Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, in the dark, 

Out of my way, unleſs he bid *em; but 

For every trifle are they ſet upon me. 

Sometimes like apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
And after bite me; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall; ſometime am 1 

All wound with adders, who with cloven tongues 
Do hiſs me into madneſs. Lo! now, lo! 


Enter Trinculo. 


Here comes a ſpi'rit of his, and to torment me, 
For bringing wood in flowly. I'll fall flat; 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

Trin. Here's neither buſh nor ſhrub to bear off any 
weather at all, and another ſtorm brewing; I hear it 
ſing i' th' wind: yon ſame black cloud, yon huge one,“ 

* Looks like a foul bumbard.] This term again occurs in the fiſt 
part of Henry IV. that ſewoln parcel of drepfies, that huge bumbard of 
fack——and again in — And bere you lie baiting of bumbards, 


Then ye ſhould do ſervice. By theſe ſeveral paſſages, 'tis plain, the word 
meant in thoſe days a large veſſel for holding drink, as well as the 


piece of ordnance ſo called, 
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looks like a foul bumbard that would ſhed his liquor. 
If it ſhould thunder as it did before, I know not where 
to hide my head: yon ſame cloud cannot chooſe but to 
fall by pailfuls— What have we here, a man or a fiſh? 
dead or alive? a fiſh; he ſmells like a fiſh; a very an- 
cient and fiſh-like ſmell. A kind of, not of the neweſt, 
Poor — : a ſtrange fiſh! Were I in England now, as 
once I was, and had but this fiſh painted, not an holiday- 
fool there but would give a piece of filver, There 
would this monſter make a man: any ſtrange beaſt there 
makes a man; when they will not give a doit, to relieve 
a lame beggar, they will lay out ten, to ſee a dead Indian. 
Legged like a man! and his fins like arms! warm, o' my 
troth | I do now let looſe my opinion, hold it no longer; 
this is no fiſh, but an Iſlander, that hath lately ſuffered 
by a thunder-bolt. Alas! the ſtorm is come again. 
My beſt way 1s to creep under his gaberdine : there is 
no other ſhelter, hereabout ; miſery acquaints a man 
with ſtrange bedfellows: I will here ſhrowd, till the 
dregs of the ſtorm be paſt, | 


Enter Stephano, ſinging. 

Step. 1 ſhall no more to ſea, toſea; here ſhall I die aſhore, 
This is a very ſcurvy tune to ſing at a man's funeral; 
well, here 's my comfort. [ Drinks ;- then fings. 

The maſter, the fewabber, the boatſwain, and 1, 
The gunner, and his mate, 
Lev'd Mall, Meg, and Marrian, and Margery, 
But none of us car d for Kate 
For ſhe had a tongue with a tang, 
Would cry to a ſailor, go hang: 
She low d not the favour of tar nor of pitch, 
Yu a taylor might ſcratch her, where-e'er ſhe did itch. 
Then to ſea, boys, and let her go hang. 


This is a ſcurvy tune, too; but here's my comfort. 
| [ Drinks, 
Cal. Do not torment me, oh! 
Step. What's the matter? have we devils here? do 
you put tricks upon's with ſavages, and men of 14 
| a 
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ha? I have not ſcap'd drowning, to be afraid now of 

your four legs; for it hath been ſaid, As 8 man, 

as ever went upon four legs, cannot make him 2 
round; and it ſhall be ſaid ſo again, while Stephans 
reathes at his noſtrils. 

Cal. The ſpirit torments me: oh ! 

Step. This 1s ſome monſter of the iſle, with four legs, 
who has got, as I take it, an ague: where the devil 
ſhould he learn our language? I will give him ſome re- 
lief, if it be but for that: if I can recover him, and 
keep him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a pre- 
ſent for any Emperor that ever trod on neats-leather, 

Cal. Do not torment me, pr'ythee; I'll bring my 
wood home faſter. 

Step. He's in his fit now ; and does not talk after the 
wiſeſt: he ſhall taſte of my bottle. If he never drunk 
wine afore, it will go near to remove his fit; if I can 


recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take too 


much for him : he ſhall pay for him, that hath him, and 
that ſoundly. | | 

Cal, Thou doſt me yet but little hurt; thou wilt: 
anon, I know it, by thy trembling : now Proſper works 
upon thee, 

Step. Come on your ways; open your mouth ; here 
1s that which will give language to you, cat; open your 
mouth ; this will ſhake your ſhaking, I can tell you, and 
that ſoundly : you cannot tell who's your friend; open 
your chars again. 

Trin. I ſhould know that voice: it ſhould be—but he 
is drowned ; and theſe are devils; O! defend me— 

Step. Four legs and two voices; a molt delicate mon- 
ſter! his forward voice now is to ſpeak well of his friend; 
his backward voice is to ſpatter foul ſpeeches, and to- 
detract. If all the wine in my bottle will recover him, 
I will help his ague : come: Amen! I will pour ſome in 
thy other mouth. 

Trin. Stephano— 

Step. Doth thy other mouth call me? merey! mercy! 
this is a devil, and no monſter: I will leave him; I 


have no long ſ 1 
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Trin. Stephano ! if thou beeſt Srephano, touch me, and 
ſpeak to me; for I am Trinculo; be not afraid, thy good 
friend Trinculo. | 

Step. If thou beeſt Trinculo, come forth, I'll pull thee 
by the leſſer legs: if any be Trinculo's legs, theſe are 
they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed; how cam'ſt 
thou to the ſiege of this moon-calt? can he vent 
Trinculo's ! | p 

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thunder-ſtroke : 
but art thou not drown'd, Szephano? I hope now, thou 
© art not drown'd: is the ſtorm over-blown ? I hid me 
under the dead moon-calf's gaberdine for fear of the 
© ſtorm: and art thou living, Stephans? O Stephano, two 
Neapolitans ſcap'd! 

Step. Pr'ythee, do not turn me about, my ſtomach is 
not conſtant. | 

Cal. Theſe be fine things, an if they be not ſprights : 
that's a brave god, and bears celeſtial liquor: I will 
kneel to him. 

Step. How did'ft thou fcape ? how cam'ſt thou hither ? 
ſwear, by this bottle, how thou cam'ſt hither : I eſcap'd 
upon a butt of ſack, which the ſailors heaved over-board, 
by this bottle! which I made of the bark of a tree, with 
mine own hands, ſince I was caſt a-ſhore, 

Cal. I'll ſwear upon that bottle, to be thy true ſubject; 
for the liquor is not earthly, 

Step. Here: fwear then, how eſcap'ſt thou ? 

Trin. Swom a-ſhore, man, like a duck; I can ſwim 
like a duck, I'll be ſworn. 

Step. Here, kiſs the book. Though thou canſt ſwim 
Iike a duck, thou art made like a gooſe. ; 

Trin. O Stephano, hait any more of this? 

Step. The whole butt, man; my cellar is in a rock by 
th' ſea-fide, where my wine is hid. How now, moon- 
calf, how does thine ague ? 

Cal. Haſt thou not dropt from heav'n? 

Step. Out o' th' moon, I do aſſure thee, I was the man 
in th moon, when time was. 

Cal. I have ſeen thee in her; and I do adore thee: 
wy miſtreſs ſhew'd me thee, and thy dog and thy * 
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Step. Come, ſwear to that; kiſs the book: I will fur- 
niſh it anon with new contents: ſwear 

Fin. By this good light, this is a very ſhallow mon- 
© ſter; I afraid of him? a very ſhallow monſter: the 
© man i' th* moon ?——a moſt poor credulous monſter : 
well drawn, monſter, in good ſooth.” 

Cal. I'll ſhew thee every fertile inch o' th' Iſle, and I 
will kiſs thy foot: I pr'ythee, be my god. 

Trin. By this light, a moſt perfidious and drunken 
monſter : when his god 's aſleep, he'll rob his bottle. 

Cal. I'll kiſs thy foot. I' ſwear myſelf thy ſubject. 

Step. Come on then; down, and ſwear. 

Fin. I ſhall laugh myſelf to death at this puppy- 
© headed monſter: a moſtſcurvy monſter! I could find in 
my heart to beat him 

Ste. Come, kiſs. 

Fin. hut that the poor monſter 's in drink: an a- 
© bominable monſter ! 

Cal. I'll ſhew thee the beſt ſprings; I'll pluck thee 

berries, 
II! fiſh for thee, and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the tyrant that I ſerve! 
IU bear him no more ſticks, but follow thee, 
Thou wondrous man. 

Trin. A moſt ridiculous monſter, te make a wonder of 
a poor drunkard ! 

Cal. I pr'ythee, let me bring thee where crabs grow; 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pig- nuts; 

Shew thee a jay's neft, and inſtruct thee how 

To ſnare the nimble marmazet : I'll bring thee 

To cluſt'ring filberds, and ſometimes 1 “I get thee 
*Young ſhamois from the rock, Wilt thou go with me ? 


Steps 


® Young Scamels from the rock.] I can no where elſe meet with 
ſuch a word as Scamel, which has poſſeſs'd all the editions. Shakeſpeare 
muſt certainly either have wrote Shamois i. e. young kids: or Sea-malls, 
The Sea- mall, or Sea-mell, or Sea-mew (according to Willoug bby, ) is 
that bird, which is called Larus cinereus minor; it feeds upon 54 and 
frequents the banks of lakes, It is not impoſſible, but our poet 
Might here intend this bird, Or, again, (and which comes near to 


Scamety 


J e 
Step. I pr'ythee now, lead the way without any more 
talking. Trinculo, the King and all our company elſe 
being drown'd, we will inherit here. Here, bear my 
bottle; fellow Trinculo, we il fill him by and by again. 
Cal. [Sings drunkenly.]. Farewel, maſter; farewel,. 
arewel. 
Trin. A howling monſter ; a drunken monſter! 
Cal. No more dams I'll make for fiſh, 
MVMWVor fetch in firing at requiring, 
Nor ſcrape trencher, nor waſh diſh, 
Ban Ban, Cacalyban, 
Has a new maſter ; get @ new man. 
Freedom, hey-day! hey-day, freedom! freedom, hey- 
day, freedom.! 
Step. O brave monſter, lead the way. [ Excunt, 


— —_— —_— 


. 
SCENE, before Proſpero's Cell. 
Enter Ferdinand, bearing a Log, 


Fer. HERE be ſome ſports are painful, but their 
labour 

Delight in them ſets off: ſome kinds of baſeneſs 

Are nobly undergone, and moſt poor matters 

Point to rich ends. This my mean taſk would be 

As heavy to me, as *tis odious : but 

The miſtreſs, which I ſerve, quickens what 's dead, 

And makes my labours pleaſures : O, ſhe is 

Ten times more gentle, than her father 's crabbed ; 

And he 's compos'd of harſhneſs, I muſt move 


Scamel, in the traces of the letters) Ray tells us of another bird, called 
the Stannel, of the bawwk ſpecies, It is no matter which of the three. 
readings we embrace, ſo we take a word fignifying the name of ſome- 
thing in nature, 


Some 
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Some thouſands of theſe logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a ſore injunction. My ſweet miſtreſs 
—— when ſhe ſees me work, and ſays, ſuch baſeneſs 
Had ne'er like executor ; I forget ; 
But theſe ſweet thoughts do ev'n refreſh my labour, 
Moſt buſyleſs, when I do it“. | 


Enter Miranda. 


Mira. Alas, now, pray you, 

Work not ſo hard, I would the lightning had 
Burnt up thoſe logs, that thou 'rt enjoined to pile: 
Pray, ſet it down, and reſt you: when this burns, 
"Twill weep for having wearied you. my father 
Is hard at ſtudy ; pray now, reſt yourſelf ; 

He 's ſafe for theſe three hours. 

Fer. O moſt dear miſtreſs, 

The ſun will ſet, before I ſhall diſcharge 
What I muſt ſtrive to do. 

Mira. If you'll fit down, 

Ill bear your logs the while. Pray, give me that; 
I' carry 't to the pile. 

Fer, No, precious creature, 

I'd rather crack my finews, break my back, 
Than you ſhould ſuch diſhonour undergo, 
While I fit lazy by. 

Mira. It would become me, ; 
As well as it does you; and I ſhould do it 
With much more eaſe; for my good will is to it, 
And yours it is againſt, 

Pro. Poor worm! thou art infected; 
© This viſitation ſhews it.“ 

Mira. You look wearily. 


* Leaſt buſy when I do it.] This reading, I preſume to be Mr. 
Pope's; for I do not find it authoriz d by the copies: the two firſt 
falios read: | 

Moft buſy leaſt, ⁊0ben I ds it. 
"Tis true, this reading is corrupt; but the corruption is ſo very little 
remov'd from the truth of the text, that I can't afford to think well 
of my own ſagacity for having diſcover's it, 
| Fer: 


— 
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Fer. No, noble miſtreſs ; *tis freſh morning with me 


When you are by at night. I do beſeech you, 
(Chiefly that I might ſer it in my prayers) 
What 1s your name ? 
Mira. Miranda. O my father, 
I've broke your heſt to ſay ſo. 
Fer. Admir'd Miranda / 
Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What 's deareſt to the world! full many a lady 
I've ey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
Th' harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear; for ſeveral virtues 
Have I lik'd ſeveral women, never any 
With ſo full ſoul, but ſome defect in her 
Did quarrel with the nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 
And put it to the foil. But you, O you, 
So perfect, and ſo peerleſs, are created 
Of every creature's beſt, 
Mira. 1 do not know 
One of my ſex ; no woman 's face remember, 
Save from my glaſs mine own ; nor have I ſeen 
More that I may call men, than you, good friend, 
And my dear father: how features are abroad, 
I'm fkill-leſs of; but, by my modeſty, | 
(The jewel in my dower) I would not wiſh 
Any companion in the world, but you ; 
Nor can imagination form a ſhape, 
Befides yourſelf, to like of. But ] prattle 
© Something too wildly, and my father's precepts 
© I therein do forget.” 
Fer. I am, in my condition, 
A Prince, Miranda; I do think, a King ; 
(I would, not ſo!) and would no more endure 
This wooden ſlavery, than I would ſuffer 
The fleſh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my ſoul ſpeak ; 
The very inſtant that I ſaw you, did 
My heart fly to your ſervice, there refides 
To make me ſlave to it, and for your ſake, 
Am 1 this patient log man. | 


Mir a» 


THE TEMPEST. 
Mira. Do you love me? 


4: 


Fer. O heav'n, O earth, bear witneſs to this ſound, 


And crown what I profeſs with kind event, 
If I ſpeak true; if hollowly, invert 
What beſt is boded me, to miſchief! I, 
Beyond all limit of what elſe i th? world, 
Do love, prize, honour you, 

Mira. I am a fool, 
To weep at what I'm glad of, 

* Pro, Fair encounter 
Of two moſt rare affections! heav'ns rain grace, 
On that which breeds between em! 

Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira. At mine unworthineſs, that dare not offer, 
What I deſire to give; and much leſs take, 
What I ſhall die to want: but this is trifling ; 

And all the more it ſeeks to hide itſelf, 
The bigger bulk it ſhews. Hence, baſhful cunning ! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence. 
I am your wife, if you will marry me; 
If not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow, 
You may deny me; but I'll be your ſervant, 
Whether you will or no. 
Fer. My miſtreſs, deareſt, 
And I thus humble ever, 

Mira. My huſband, then ? 

Fer, Ay, with a heart as willing, 

As bondage e'er of freedom; here 's my hand. 


Mira. And mine, with my heart in't; and now, farewel, 


Till half an hour hence. 


Fer. A thouſand, thouſand. | [ Excunt, 


* Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be, 
Who are ſurpriz'd withal ; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I'll to my book; 
For yet, ere ſupper-time, muſt I perform 


Much buſineſs appertaining. [ Exit, 
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SCENE changes to another part of the Iſland. 
Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo. 


Step. Tell not me; when the butt is out, we will 
drink water, not a drop before; therefore bear up, and 
board *em, ſervant-monſter ;. drink to me. 

Trin. Servant-monſter! the folly of this iſland ! they 
ſay there's but five upon this iſle ; we are three of them; 
if the other two be brain'd like us, the ſtate totters. 

Step. Drink, ſervant-monſter, when I bid thee ; thy 
eyes are almoſt ſet in thy head. ; 

Trin. Where ſhould they be ſet elſe ? he were a brave 
monſter indeed, if they were ſet in his tail. 

Step. My man- monſter hath drown'd his tongue in ſack :. 
for my part, the ſea cannot drown me. I ſwam, ere 1 
could recover the ſhore,. five and thirty leagues, off and: 
on; by this light, thou ſhalt be my lieutenant, monſter,. 
or my ſtandard. 

Trin. Your lieutenant, if you liſt ; he's no ſtandard. 

Step. We'll not run, monſieur monſter. 

Trin. Nor go neither: but youll. lie like dogs, and yet. 
ſay nothing, neither. 

Step. Moon-calf, ſpeak once in thy life, if thou beeſt 
a good moon-calf. 

Cal. How does thy honour ? let me lick thy ſhoe ; III 
not ſerve him, he is not. valiant. 

Trin, Thou lieſt, moſt ignorant monſter; I am in caſe 
to juſtle a conſtable ;; why, thou deboſh'd fiſh, thou, was 
there ever a man a coward that hath drunk ſo much ſack. 
as I, to-day? wilt thou tell a monſtrous lie, being but 
half a fiſh, and half a monſter ? 

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me: wilt thou let him, my 


Lord ? 


Trin. Lord, quoth he! That a monſter ſhould be ſuck 

a natural ! 
Cal. Lo, lo, again; bite him to death, — 
N 1. 78 
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| Step. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head; if you 
prove a mutineer, the next tree—the poor monſter 's my 
ſubject, and he ſhall not ſuffer indignity. 
Cal. I thank my noble Lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd to 
hearken once again to the ſuit I made to thee ? 
Step. Marry, will I; kneel and repeat it; I will ſtand, 
and ſo ſhall Trinculo. aps 


Enter Ariel invifible. 


Cal. As I told thee before, I am ſubject to a tyrant, 
- 8 that by his cunning hath cheated me of the 
and. 
Ari. Thou lieſt. | 
Cal. Thou lieſt, thou jeſting monkey, thou; 
I would, my valiant maſter would deſtroy thee : 
I do not lie. 
Step. Trinculs, if you trouble him any more in's tale, 
by this hand, I will ſupplant ſome of your teeth. 
Trin. Why, I ſaid nothing. 
Step. Mum then, and no more; proceed. 
Cal. I ſay, by ſorcery he got this iſle ; 
From me he got it. If thy greatneſs will 
Revenge it on him, (for, I know, thou dar'ſt, 
But this thing dares not—) 
4 That's moſt certain. 
Cal. Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, and I'll ſerve thee. 
Step. How now ſhall this be compaſt?. canſt thou. bring 
me to the party ? | 
Cal. Yea, yea, my Lord, I'll yield him thee aſleep, 
Where thou may'ſ knock a nail into his head. 
Ari. Thou lieſt, thou canſt not. 
Cal. What a py'd ninny's this! thou ſcurvy patch! 
I do beſeech thy greatneſs, give him blows, 
And take his bottle from him; when that's gone, 
He ſhall drink nought but brine, for I'll not ſhew him 
Where the quick freſhes are. 
Step. Trinculo, run into no further danger: interrupt 
the monſter one word further, and, by this hand, I II 
turn 


— —— pꝑä1 


44 THE TEMPEST. 


turn my mercy out of doors, and make a ſtock-fiſh of 
thee. 
Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing; I'll go fur- 
ther off. 
Step. Didſt thou not ſay, he ly'd? 
Ari. Thou lieſt. 
Step. Do I ſo? take you that. [Beats him. 
As you like this, give me the lie another time. | 
Trin. I did not give thee the lie; out o' your wits, and 
hearing too? A pox o' your bottle! This can ſack and 
drinking do. A murrain on your monſter, and the devil 
take your fingers | 
Cal. Ha, ha, ha. | 
Step. Now, forward with your tale; pr'ythee ſtand 
further off. | 
Cal. Beat him enough; after a little time, 
T'll beat him too. | 
Step. Stand further. Come, proceed. 
Cal. Why, as I told thee, *tis a cuſtom with him, 
P th' afternoon, to ſleep; there thou may'ſ brain him, 
Having firſt ſiez'd his books; or with a log, 
Batter his ſkull, or paunch him with a ſtake, 
Or cut his weazand with thy knife. Remember, 
Firſt to poſſeſs his books ; for without them, 
He's but a ſot, as I am; nor hath not 
One ſpirit to command, They all do hate him, 
As rootedly as IT, Burn but his books; 
He has brave utenſils (for ſo he calls them), 
Which when he has an houſe, he Il deck withal. 
And that moſt deeply to conſider, is | 
The beauty of his daughter; he himſelf 
Calls her a nonpareil: I ne'er ſaw woman, 
But only Sycorax my dam, and ſhe: 
But ſhe as far ſurpaſſes Sycorax, 
As greateſt does the leaſt. 
Step. Is it ſo brave a laſs? 
Cal. Ay, Lord; ſhe will become thy bed, I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 
Step. Monſter, I will kill this man: his daughter and 
I will be King and Queen, ſave our Graces; and 7. * 
an 
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and thyſelf ſhall be vice-roys. Doſt thou like the plot, 


Trinculo ? 

Trin. Excellent. 

Step. Give me thy hand ; I am ſorry, I beat thee ; but 
while thou liv'ſt, keep a yore tongue in thy head, 

Cal. Within this half hour will he be aſleep: 
Wilt thou deſtroy him, then ? 

Step. Ay, on my honour. 

Ari. This will I tell my maſter, 

Cal. Thou mak'ſt me merry; I am full of pleaſure ; 
Let us be jocund. Will you troul the catch, 
You taught me but while-ere ? 

Step. At thy requeſt, monſter, I will do reaſon, any 


reaſon, come on, T7 rinculo, let us ſing. [ ings. 
Flout em, and ſhout em and ſhout em, and flout em; 
thought is free. 


Cal. That's not the tune. 

| [Ariel plays the Tune on a Tabor and Pipe. 
Step. What is this ſame ? 
Trin. This is the tune of our catch, play'd by the 


picture of nobody. 
Step. If thou be'ſl a man, ſhew thyſelf in the likeneſs; 


if thou be > a devil, take 't as thou lift. 

Trin. O, forgive my fins! 

Step. He that dies, pays all debts : I defy thee. Mercy 
upon us! 

Cal. Art thou afraid ? 

Step. No, monſter, not J. 

Cal. Be not afraid; the iſle is full of noiſes, 
Sounds, and ſweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not. 
Sometimes a thouſand twanging inſtruments 
Will hum about mine ears, and ſometimes voices; 
That, if I then had wak'd after long ſleep, 

Will make me ſleep again; and then in dreaming, 
The clouds, methought, would open, and ſhew riches 
Ready to drop upon me; then, when I wak'd, 


I cry*d to dream again. 
Step. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, where 


I ſhall have my muſic for nothing. 
Cal. When Pro/pero is deſtroy'd, 
2 


Step. 
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Step. That ſhall be, by and by: I remember the tory. 

Trin. The ſound 1s going away ; let's follow it, and 
-after do our work. . 

Step. Lead, monſter; we 'I follow. I would I could 
ſee this taborer. He lays it on. 

Trin. Wilt come? I'll follow, Stepbano. [ Exeunt, 


SCE NE changes to another part of the Iſland. 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adrian,“ 
Franciſco, &c, 


Gon. By 'r lakin, I can go no further, fir, 

My old bones ache : here's a maze trod, indeed, 
Through forth rights and meanders! by your patience, 
I needs muſt reſt me. 

Alon. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who am myſelf attach'd with wearineſs, 

To th' dulling of my ſpirits: fit down, and reſt: 
Ev*n here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd, 
Whom thus we ſtray to find, and the ſea mocks 
Our fruſtrate ſearch on land. Well, let him go. 

Ant. J am right glad that he 's ſo out of hope. 
Do not, for one repulſe, forego the purpoſe, 
That you reſolv'd t' effect. 

Seb. The next advantage 
Will we take throughly. 

Ant. Let it be to- night; | 
For, now they are oppreſs'd with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, uſe ſuch vigilance, 

As when they re freſh. 
Seb. I ſay, to- night: no more, 


Solemn and ſtrange mufick ; and Proſperd on the top, invi- 
« ſible. Enter ſeveral ſtrange ſhapes, bringing in a ban- 
guet; and dance about it with gentle actions of ſaluta- 
tion; and, inviting the King, &c. to eat, they depart.” 


Alon. What harmony is this? my good friends, hark! 


Gon. Marvellous ſweet muſick ! 
4 | Alas 
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Alon. Give us kind keepers, heaven! what were theſe ? 
A dance of fantaſtic ſpirits. 
Seb. A living drollery. Ne I will . # 
That there are unicorns; that, in Arabia, 
There is one tree, the phcenix” throne; one phcenix 
At this hour reigning there, | 
Ant. I'll believe both; 
And what does elſe want credit, come to me, 
And I'll be ſworn 'tis true. Travellers ne'er did lie, 
Though fools at home condemn 'em. 
Gon. If in Naples, 
I ſhould report this now, would they believe me? 
If I ſhould ſay, I ſaw ſuch iſlanders, 
{For, certes, theſe are people of the iſland) 
Who tho? they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet, note, 
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation you ſhall find 
Many ; nay, almoſt any. 
* Pro. Honeſt lord, 
Thou haſt ſaid well; for ſome of you there preſent 
Are worſe than devils.” 
Alon. I cannot too much muſe, 
Such ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound, expreſſing 
(Although they want the uſe of tongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumb diſcourſe, 
Pro. Praiſe, in departing.”—— 
Fran, They vaniſh'd ſtrangely. [Thunder, 


Two Devils riſe out of the Stage, with a Table decorated. 


Seb. No matter, fince 
They 've left their viands behind; for we have ſtomachs. 
Will 't pleaſe you taſte of what is here? 

Alon. Not I. : 

Gor. Faith, fir, you need not fear. When we are boys, 
Who would believe, that there were mountaineers, 
Dew. lapt like bulls, whoſe throats had hanging at 'em 
«< Wallets of fleſh, or that there were ſuch men, 

* Whoſe heads ſtood in their breaſts ? which now we find, 


Each 


| 
; 
| i | 
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* Each putter out on five for one will bring us * 
© Good warrant of.” 
Alon. I will ſtand to, and feed, 
Although my laſt ; no matter, ſince I feel 
The beſt is paſt. Brother, my Lord the Duke, 
Stand to, and do as we. | | 
[The Devils vaniſb with the Table. 


| Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariel | ke a harpy, claps 


* his wings upon the table, ana with a quaint device the 
* banquet vaniſbes. 


Ari. You are three men of ſin, whom deſtiny 
(That hath to inſtrument this lower world, 
And what is in*t)* the never-ſurfeited ſea 
Hath cauſed to belch up ; and on this iſland, 
Where man doth not inhabit, you *'mongſt men 
Being moſt unfit to live. I have made you mad; 
And ev'n with ſuch like valour men hang and drown 
Their proper ſelves. You fools! I and my fellows 
Are miniſters of fate; the elements, 
Of whom yaur ſwords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at ſtabs, 
Kill the ſtill-clofing waters, as diminiſh 
One down that's in my plume : my fellow-miniſters 


Each putter cut of five for one.—] By the variation of a ſingle 
letter, I think, I have ſet the text right; and will therefore now pro - 
ceed to explain it. I freely confeſs, that I once underſtood this paſ- 
ſage thus; that every five travellers (or putters out) did bring authen- 
tick confirmation of theſe ſtories, for one that pretended to diſpute the 
truth of them: but communicating my ſenſe of the place to two inge- 
nious friends, I found I was not at the bottom of the meaning, Mr, 
Warburton obſerv'd to me, that this was a fine piece of conceal'd ſatire 
on the voyagers of that time, who had juſt diſcovered a new world; and, 
as was very natural, grew moſt extravagant in diſplaying the wonders 
of it. That, particularly, by each putter out of five for one, was meant 
the adventurers in the diſcovery of the W:t-1ndizs, who had for the 
money they advanced and contributed, 20 per cent, —Dr, Thirlby did 
not a little aſſiſt this explanation by his concurrence, and by inſtruct- 
ing me, that it was uſual in thoſe times for travellers to put out mo- 
ney, to receive a greater ſum if they lived to return; and, for proof, 


he referr'd me to Meriſon's Itinerary, part I, p. 198, Sc. 
Are 
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Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt, 

Your ſwords are now too maſly for your ſtrengths, 
And will not be up-lifted. But remember, 

(For that's my buſineſs to you) that you three 
From Milan did ſupplant good Preſpero; 

Expos'd unto the ſea (which hath requit it) 

Him, and his innocent child ; for which foul deed, 
The powers delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incens'd the ſeas and ſhores, yea, all the creatures, 
Againſt your peace: thee of thy ſon, Alonso. 

They have bereft; and do pronounce by me, 
Ling'ring perdition, worſe than any death 

Can be at once, ſhall ſtep by ſtep attend 

You and your ways; Whoſe wrath to guard you from, 
(Which here in this moſt deſolate Iſle elſe falls 
Upon your heads,) is nothing but heart's ſorrow, 
And a clear life enſuing. 


He waniſhes in thunder : then, to ſoft muſick. Enter the 
« ſhapes again, and dance with mops and mowes, and 
* carrying out the table. 


© Pro. Bravely the figure of this harpy haſt thou 
© Perform'd, my Ariel; a grace it had, devouring : 
Of my inftruftion haſt thou nothing *bated, 
In what thou hadſt to ſay : fo with good life, 
* And obſervation ſtrange, my meaner miniſters 
Their ſeveral kinds have done; my high charms work, 
And theſe, mine enemies, are all knit up 
© In their diſtractions: they are in my power; 
© And in theſe fits I leave them, whilſt I viſit 
© Young Ferdinand, (whom they ſuppoſe is drown'd,) 
* And his and my lov'd darling. 
* [ Exit Proſpero from above. 
Gonz, I th* name of ſomething holy, fir, why ſtand you 
In this ſtrange ſtare ? 
Alon. O, it is monſtrous! monſtrous! 
Methought, the billows ſpoke, and told me of it; 
The winds did ſing it to me; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
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The name of Proſper : it did baſe my treſpaſs. 

Therefore, my ſon i' th' ooze is bedded ; and 

I'll ſeek him deeper than e'er plummet ſounded, 

And with him there lye mudded.  [Exit. 
Seb. But one fiend at a time, | 


I 'I1 fight their legions o'er. 


Ant, I'll be thy ſecond. [ Exeunt. 
Gonx. All three of them are deſperate; their great guilt, 


Like poiſon giv'n to work a great time after, 


Now 'gins to bite the ſpirits, I do beſeech you, 
That are of ſuppler joints, follow them ſwiftly ; 


And hinder them from what this ecſtaſy 


May now provoke them to. 
Aar. Follow, I pray you.“ [Exeunt, 


A 2E T IV. | 
S CE NE, Proſpero's Cell. 
Enter Proſpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda. 


Pro. 1 F I have too auſterely puniſh'd you, 


Your compenſation makes amends ; for I 


Have giv'n you here a thread of mine own life“; 


* - for 1 
Have you giv'n bere .a third y my own life,] Thus all the im- 
preſſions in general; but why is ſhe only a third of his own life? 


'He had no wife living, nor any other child, to rob her of a ſhare in 


his affection: ſo that we may reckon her at leaſt half of himſelf, 
Nor could he intend, that he lov'd himſelf twice as much as he did 
ner; for he immediately ſubjoins, that it was ſbe for <vbom he liu d. 
In Othello, when Jago alarms the ſenator with the loſs of his daughter, 
he tells him, 
Your keart is burſt, you have hft half your ſoul, 

And Dimidium animæ mea was the current Language with the Latinas 
an ſuch occaſions, 


Or 
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Or that for which I live: © whom once again 
I tender to thy hand: all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Haſt ſtrangely ſtood the teſt. Here, afore heaven, 
I ratify this my rich gift: O Ferdinand, 
Do not ſmile at me, that I boaſt her off; 
For thou ſhalt find, ſhe will outſttip all praiſe, 
And make it halt behind her, 

Fer, I believe it, 
Againſt an oracle. 

Pro. Then, as my gift, and thine own acquiſitiong 
Worthily purchas'd, take my Daughter. But 
If thou doſt break her virgin-knot,-before 
All ſanctimonious ceremanies may, 
With full and holy rite, be miniſter'd, 
No ſweet aſperſions ſhall the heav'ns let fall, 
To make this contract grow: but barren hate, 
Sour-ey'd diſdain, and diſcord ſhall beftrew 
The union of your bed with weeds ſo loathly, 
That you ſhall hate it both: therefore take heed, 
As Hymen's lamps ſhall light you. 

Fer. As I hope 
For quiet days, fair iſſue, and long life, 
With ſuch love as tis now, the murkieſt den, 
The moſt opportune place, the ftrong'ft ſuggeſtions 
Our worſer Genizs can, ſhall never melt 
Mine honour into luſt; to take away 
The edge of that day s celebration, 
When I ſhall think or Phæbus' ſteeds are founder 4. 
Or night kept chain'd below. 

Pro. Fairly ſpoke. 
Sit then, and talk with her, ſhe is thine own. 
What, Ariel; my induſtrious ſervant, Ariel. —. 


Enter Ariel. 


Ari. What would my potent maſter? here I am. 
Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows y our laſt ſervice 
Did worthily perform ; and I muſt uſe you 
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In ſuch another trick ; go, bring the rabble, 


O'er whom I give thee power, here to this place: 
Incite them to quick motion, for I muſt 
Beſtow upon the eyes of this young couple, 
Some vanity of mine art; it is my promiſe, 
And they expect it from me. 

Ari, Preſently ? 

Pro, Ay, with a twink. 


Ariel fingr. 
AIR. 


Before you can Jay, Come, and go, 
And breathe twice ; and cry, 55 fo; 
Each one, tripping on his toe, 

Will be here with mop and mow, 

Do you lowe me, maſter ? no ? 


Pro, Dearly, my delicate Ariel; do not approach, 
Till thou doſt hear me call. 

« Ari, Well, I conceive.” 

Pro. Look, thou be true; do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein; the ſtrongeſt oaths are ſtraw, 


To th' fire i' th' blood; be more abſtemious, 


Or elſe, good- night, your vow !— 
Fer. 1 warrant you, fir; 


The white, cold, virgin-ſnow upon my heart, 


Abates the ardour of my liver. 
Pro, Well. 
Now come, my Ariel; bring a corollary, 
© Rather than want a ſpirit ; appear, and pertly—* 


No tongue; all eyes; be ſilent. [To Ferdinand. 


[ Soft muſic. 
A MASQUE. Enter Juno. 


RECITATIVE. 


Hither, Hymen, ſpeed your way, 
Celebrate this happy day; 


Hither, 


5 


Fy 


Hym. 


Cer. 


Cer, 
Hym, 
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Hither, Ceres, haſte away, 

Celebrate this happy day : 

With blithſome look, and jocund mien, 
Come, and tread this ſhort graſs green, 
Leave behind your grief and care, 


Come, and bleſs this happy pair. 


Enter Hymen and Ceres. 
Honour, riches, marriage, bleſſing, 


Long continuance and encreaſing, 
Hourly joys be ogy upon ye, 

Hymen fings his bleſſings on ye. 
Earth's increaſe, and foyſon plenty*, 
Barns and garner: never empty; 
Vines in cluſt ring bunches growing, 


Plants with goodly burthens bowing. 


BOTH, 


Honour, riches, marriage,. bl:ſing, 

Long continuance and encrea fing, 

Hourly joys be flill upon ye, : 3h 
Hymen „ing, his bleſſings on ye. 


DUET. 


Scarcity and want ſhall ſhun ye, 
Ceres /ings her bleſſings on ye. 
Hourly joys be ftill upon ye, 
Hymen /ings his bleſſings on ye. 


RECIT. 


| You ſun-burn'd fickle-men, of Auguſt aveary, 


Come hither from the furrow, and be merry. 


® Farth's increaſe.) All the editions, that I have ever ſeen, con- 
cur in placing this whole ſonnet to Juno; but very abſurdly, in my 


opinion. 


I believe, every accurate reader, who is acquainted wit 


poetical hiſtory, and the diſtin offices of theſe two goddeſſes, and 
who then ſeriouſly reads over our author 's lines, will agree with me, 
that Ceres 's name ought to have been placed where I have now pre- 


fixes it, 
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- DUET. 
Hymen and Ceres. 


Away, away, make holiday, 
Your rye-ftraw hats put on; 
Bring each his laſs, and beat the graſc, 
Let toil and care be gone. 


Enter certain Reapers, properly habited ; they join with the 
 Nymphs in a graceful Dance; toward: the end whereof, 
Proſpero ftarts ſuddenly, and jpeats, 


Pro. Break off, break of, 
I had forgot that foul conſpiracy 
Of the beaſt Caliban, and his confed'rates, 
Againſt my life; the minute of their plot 
Is almoſt come. Well done, avoid; no more. 
[ Xxeunt Dancers, &E. 
Fer. This is moſt ſtrange; your father's in ſome 
paſſion, 
That works him ſtrongly. 
Mir. Never *till this day, 
Saw I him touch'd with anger ſo diſtemper'd, 
Pro. Youlook, my ſon, in a mov'd ſort, 
As if you were diſmay'd: be chearful, fir ; 
Our revels now are ended: theſe our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all ſpirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air ; 
And, like this unſubſtantial pageant faded. 
'The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The ſolemn temples, the great globe itſelf, 
Yea, all, which it inherit, ſhall diſſolve ; 
And, like the baſeleſs fabrick of a viſion, 
Leave not a rack behind! © we are ſuch ſtuff 
© As dreams are made on, and our little life 
* Is rounded with a ſleep, —Sir, I am vext; 
Bear with my weakneſs, my old brain is troubled : 
Be not diſturb'd with my infirmity ; 


If 


W rod 
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If thou be pleas'd, retire into my cell, 
And there repoſe : a turn or two III walk, 
To till my beating mind. 
Fer. Mira. We wiſh your peace. [Ex. Fer. and Mir. 


Pro. Come, with a thought—I thank you——4rie!,. 
come. 


Proſpero comer forward from the cell; enter Ariel to him. 


Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to; what's thy pleaſure ? 
Pro. Spirit, | | 
We muſt prepare to meet with Caliban. 
Ari, Ay, my commander; when I preſented Ceres, 
I thought to have told thee of it; but I fear'd, 
Leſt I might anger thee. 
Pro. Say again, where didſt thou leave theſe varlets ? 
Ari. I told you, fir, they were red hot with drinking; 
So full of valour, that they ſmote the air, 
For breathing in their faces; beat the ground, 
For kiſſing of their feet; yet always bending q 
Towards their projet. Then I beat my tabor, 
At which, like unbackt colts, they prickt their ears, 
Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their noſes, 
As they ſmelt mulick ; ſo I charm'd their ears, 
That, calf-like, they my lowing follow'd, through 
Tooth'd briars, ſharp furzes, pricking goſs and thorns, 
Which enter'd their frail ſnins: at laſt I left them 
P th' filthy mantled pool, beyond your cell, 
There dancing up to th' chins, that the foul lake 
« O'er-ſtonk their feet.“ 
Pro. This was well done, my bird; 
Thy ſhape inviſible retain thou ſtill; 
The trumpery in my houſe, go bring it hither, 


For ſtale to catch theſe thieves. 
Ari. I go, I go. [ Exit, 
Pre. A devil, a born devil, on whoſe nature 
Nurture can never ſtick; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, all, all loſt, quite loſt ; 
And, as with age his body uglier grows, 
C4 80 
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So his mind cankers ; I will plague them all, 
Even to roaring :; come, hang them on this line. 
[Proſpero remains inviſible, 


Enter Ariel loaded <vith gliſtering apparel, &c.” Enter 
Caliban, Stephano, and Trincuio, all auet. 


Cal. Pray you, tread ſoftly, that the hlind mole may 
not 


Hear a foot fall; we are now near his cell. | 
Step. Monſter, your Fairy, which you ſay is a harm- 
leſs Fairy, has done little better than played the Fack 
with us. 
Trin. Monſter, I do ſmell all horſe-piſs, at which my 

noſe is in great indignation. 

Step. So is mine: do you hear, monſter? if I ſhould 
take a diſpleaſure againſt you; look you— 

Trin. Thou wer 't but a loſt monſter, 

5 Cal. Good my Lord, give me thy favour ſtill ; 
5 Be patient; for the prize, I'll bring thee to, 
] Shall * this miſchance; therefore, ſpeak 
| oftly : 

. All 's huſht as midnight yet. 
41 Fryin. Ay, but to loſe our bottles in the pool 
Nt Step. There is not only diſgrace and diſhonour in that, 
| ; monſter, but an infinite loſs. 

1 p Trin, That's more to me than my wetting : yet this 
ut is your harmleſs Fairy, monſter. rs | 
| Step. IT will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er ears 
| for my labour. 
" Cal. Pr'ythee, my King, be quiet: ſeeſt thou here, 
l This is the mouth o' th' cell; no noiſe and enter; 

#1 Do that good miſchief, which may make this ifland 

+ 'Thine own for ever; and I, thy Caliban, 


| For ay thy foot-licker. | 

1 Step. Give me thy hand: I do begin to have bloody 

Ul thoughts. 

"8 Trin. O King Stephane O Peer! O worthy Stephane“ 

Look what a wardrobe here is for thee ! pag 
fs, 
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Cal. Let it alone, thou fool, it is but traſh, 

Trin. Oh, oh, monſter; we know what belongs to 3 
frippery ;—O, King Stephano / | 

Step. Put off that gown, Trinculo; by this hand, I'll 
have that gown, | 

Trin. Thy Grace ſhall have it. 

Cal. The dropſy drown this fool! what do you mean; 
To doat thus on ſuch luggage? let 's along, | 
And do the murder firſt : if he awake, 

From toe to crown he l fill our ſkins with pinches; 
Make us ſtrange ftuff. 

Step. Be you quiet, monſter. Miſtreſs line, is not this 
my jerkin? now is the jerkin under the line; now, 
jerkin, you are like to loſe your hair, and prove a bald 
jerkin. 

Trin Do, do; we ſteal by line and level, an 't like 
your Grace. | 

Step. I thank thee for that jeſt, here's a garment for 't: 
wit ſhall not go unrewarded, while I am King of this 
country : ſteal by line and level, is an excellent paſs of 
pate; there's another garment for 't. 

Trin, Monſter, come, put ſome lime upon your fingers, 
and away with the reſt, 

Cal. I will have none on 't; we ſhall loſe our time, 
And all be turn'd to barnacles or apes, 

With foreheads villainous low. | 

Step. Monſter, lay to your fingers; belp to bear this 
away, where my hogſhead of wine is, or Il] turn you 
out of my uy. og go to, carry this, 

Trin, And this. | 

Step. Ay, and this, Thunder. 


Enter divers Spirits; Proſpero and Ariel ſetting them en. 
Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo driven out, roaring. 


Pro. Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints 
With dry convulſions; ſhorten vp their ſinews, 
With aged cramps; and more pinch- ſpotted make them, 


Jhan pard, or cat o' mountain. [ Rearing within. 
| C 5 ; Ari. 
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Ari. Hark, they roar. | | 
Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly, At this hour, 
Lye at my mercy all mine enemies: 
Shortly ſhall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom; for a little, 
Follow, and do me ſervice. [ Exeunt, 


5 
SCENE, before the Cell. 
Enter Proſpero in his magick Robes, and Ariel. 


Pro, OW does my project gather to a head; 
My charms crack not ; my ſpirits obey, and 
time 
Goes upright with his carriage: how 's the day? 
Ari. On the ſixth hour, at which time, my Lord, 
You ſaid, our work ſhould ceaſe. 
Pro, I did ſay fo, | 
When firſt I rais'd the tempeſt ; ſay, my ſpirit, 
How fares the King and 's followers ? 
Ari. Conhn'd 
In the ſame faſhion as you gave in charge ; 
Juſt as you left them, all your priſoners, fir, 
In the Lime-Grove which weather-fends your cell, 
They cannot budge, till your releaſe. The King, 
His brother, and yours, abide all three diſtracted ; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brim-full of ſorrow and diſmay ; but, chiefly, 
Him that you term'd the good old Lord Gonzalo. 
His tears run down his beard, like winter drops ESE 
| rom 
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From eaves of reeds ;- your charm ſo ſtrongly works 'em, 
That if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Pro. Do'ſt thou think ſo, ſpirit ? 

Ari. Mine would, fir, were I human. 

Pro. And mine ſhall. 
Haſt thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling, 
Of their afflictions, and ſhall not myſelf, 
One of their kind, that reliſh all as ſharply, 
Paſſion'd as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art? 
Tho' with their high wrongs I am ſtruck to th? quick, 
Yet, with my nobler reaſon, *gainſt my fury, 
Do I take part: the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance; they being penitent, . 
The ſole drift of my purpoſe doth extend 
Not a frown further; go, releaſe them, Ariel; 
My charms I'll break, their ſenſes I'll reſtore, 
And they ſhall be themſelves. 


Ari, I'll fetch them, fir. [ Exit. - 


Pro, Ye elves of hills, brooks, ſtanding lakes, and 
groves, 

And ye, that on the ſands with printleſs foot, 

Do chaſe the ebbing Neptune; and do fly him, 

When he comes back ; you demy-puppets, that 

By moon- ſhine do the green ſour ringlets make, 

W hereof the ewe not bites; and you, whoſe paſtime 

Is to make midnight muſhrooms, that rejoice 

To hear the ſolemn curfew ; by whoſe aid, 

(Weak maſters tho” ye be) I have be-dimm'd 

'The noon tide ſun, call'd forth the mutinous winds, 

And 'twixt the green ſea and the azur'd vault, 

Set roaring war ; to the dread rattling thunder 

Have I giv'n fire, and rifted Jove 's ſtout oak, 

Wich his own bolt; the flrong-bas'd promontory 

Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt up 

The pine and cedar: graves at my command*, 


Graves at my command | 
Have wwak'd their fleepers;] as odd, as this expreſſion is, of 
raves waking their dead, inſtead of, the dead waking in their graves, 
believe, it may be juſtified by the uſage of poets, 
C6 Havg 
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Have wak'd their ſleepers; op'd, and let them forth, 

By my io potent art. But this rough magick 

I here abjure ; and when J have requir'd 

Some heav'nly muſick, which ev'n now [ do, 

(To work mine end upon their ſenſes, that 

This airy charm is for), I'll break my ſtaff; 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth ; 

And, deeper than did ever plummet ſound, 

I'll drown my book. [ Selemn Mufics 


— 


Here enters Ariel before; thin Alonſo, Gonzalo, Sebaſtian, 
Anthonio, Franciſco, They all enter the Circle which 
Proſpero had made, and there fiand charm'd; which 
Proſpero eb/erving, /peaks. 


There ſtand, 

For you are ſpell-ſtopt.— 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, 

Mine eyes ev'n ſociable to th' ſhew of thine, 

Fall fellow drops—The charm diſſolves apace, 
And as the morning ſteals upon the night, 

Melting the darkneſs, fo their rifing ſenſes 

Begin to chaſe the ign'rant fumes, that mantle 
Their clearer reaſon, * O my good Gonzalo, 
My true preſerver, and a loyal fir 

To him thou follow'ſt; I will pay thy graces 
Home both in word and deed. - Moſt cruelly 
Didſt thou, Alonſo, uſe me and my daughter: 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act; 

Thou ?rt pinch'd for't now, Sebaſtian, fleſh and blood“. 
You, brother mine, that entertain'd ambition, 
Expell'd remorſe and nature; who with Sebaſtian 
* (Whole inward pinches therefore are moſt ſtrong) 


Would here have kill'd your King;? I do forgive thee, 


* Thou'rt pincb'd for 't now, Sebaſtian, Fleſh and Blced,] I by no 
means think, this was our author's pointing: or that it gives us his 
meaning. He would ſay, that Sebaftian now was pinch'd thro' and 
thro' for his treſpaſs; teit the puniſhment of it all over his body, 


EE Unnat'ral 
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Unnat'ral though thou art. Their underſtanding 
Begins to ſwell, and the approaching tide 
Will ſhortly fill the reaſonable ſhore, 
That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them, 
That yet looks on me, or would know me. Ariel, 
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell; 
I will diſ-caſe me, and myſelf preſent, 
| * [Exit Ariel, and returns immediately.” 

As I was fometime Milan: quickly, ſpirit ; 

Thou ſhalt ere long be free. [Proſpero goes in. 


Ariel /ings, and helps to attire him, 


Where the bee fucks, there lurk 1“; 

In a cowſlip 's bell I lie: 

T here I couch, when owls de cry. 

On the bats back I do fly, 

After ſunſet, merrily*, 

Merrily, merrily, ſhall I live now, 

Under the blaſom, that hangs en the bough, 


Enter Proſpero, dreft. 


Pro. Why, that's my dainty Ariel; I ſhall miſs thee 3 
But yet thou ſhalt have freedom. So, ſo, ſo, 
To the King 's ſhip, invifible as thou art: 
There ſhalt thou find the mariners aſleep, 
Under the hatches; the maſter and boatſwain 


® Where the bee ſucks, there ſuck T;] I have ventur'd to vary from 
the printed copies here. Could Ariel, a ſpirit of refin'd ætherial ef- 
ſence, be intended to want food? beſides the ſequent lines rather 
countenance lurk, 

* After ſummer merrily] Why, after ſummer? unleſs we mufh 
ſuppoſe, our author alluded to that miſtaken notion of bats, ſwallows, 
&c, croſſing the ſeas in purſuit of hot weather. I conje ctur d, in my 
Shakeſpeare reftor*d, that ſunſet was our author's word: and this con- 


jecture Mr. Pop-, in his laſt edition, thinks probably ſhould be 


eſpouſed, My reaſons for the change were from the known nature of 


11e bat, . 
Being 
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Being awake, enforce them to this place ; 
And preſently, I pr'ythee. 
Ari, I drink the air before me, and return 
Or ere your pulſe twice beat. [ Exit, 
Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement, 
Inhabits here; ſome heav'nly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country! 
Pro. Behold, Sir King, 
The wronged Duke of Milan, Preſpero: 
For more aſſurance that a living prince 
Does now ſpeak to thee, I embrace thy body; 
* And to thee and thy company I bid 
A hearty welcome.“ 
Alon. Be'ſt thou he or no, 
Or ſome inchanted trifle to abuſe me, 
As late I have been, I not know; thy pulſe 
Beats, as of fleſh and blood; and fince I ſaw thee, 
Th' affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
J fear, a madneſs held me; this muſt crave 
(And if this be at all) a moſt ſtrange ſtory : 
Thy Dukedom I refign, and do intreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs ; but how ſhould Pre/pero- 
Be living, and be here ? 
Pro. Fuſt, noble friend, 
Let me embrace thine age, whoſe honour cannot 
Be meaſur'd or confin'd, | | 
Gon. Whether this be, 
Or be not, I'll not ſwear. 
Pro. You do yet taſte 
Some ſubtilties o' th? iſle, that will not let you 
Believe things certain : welcome, my friends all, 
© But you, my brace of lords, were | ſo minded, 
© I here could pluck his Highneſs' frown upon you, 
© And juſtify you traitors ; at this time 
« I'll tell no tales, 
Seb. The devil ſpeaks in him. 
© Pro, No: 
For you, moſt wicked fir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 


Thy 
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Thy rankeſt faults ; all of them; and require 
My Dukedom of thee, which perforce, I know, 
Thou muſt reſtore. 

Alon. If thou be*ſt Preſpero, 
Give us particulars of thy preſervation, 
How thou haſt met us here, who, three hours fince, 
Were wreckt upon this ſhore ; where I have loſt 
(How ſharp the point of this remembrance is !) 
My dear ſon. Ferdinand, 

Pro. I'm woe for 't, fir, a 

Alon. Irreparable is the loſs, and patience 
Says, it is paſt her cure. 

Pro. I rather think, 
You have not ſought her help ; of whoſe ſoft grace, 
For the like loſs, I have her ſov'reign aid, 
And reſt myſelf content. 

Alon. You the like loſs? 

Pro. As great to me. as late; and, ſupportable 
© To make the dear loſs, have I means much weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you;* for I 
Have loſt my daughter. 

Alen. A daughter? 
O heav'ns ! that they were living both in Naples, 
The King and Queen there! that they were, I wiſh 
Myſelf were mudded in that oozy bed, | 
Where my ſon lies. When did you loſe your daughter ? 

Pro. In this laſt tempeſt. I perceive, theſe lords 
At this encounter do ſo much admire, 
That they devour their reaſon ; and ſcarce think, 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath: but, howſoe'er you have 
Been juſtled from your ſenſes, know, for certain, 
That I am Preſp'ro, and that very Duke 
Which was thruſt forth of Milan; who moſt ſtrangely 
Upon this ſhore, where you were wreckt, was landed, 
To be the Lord on't. No more yet of this; 
For *tis a chronicle of day by day, 
Not a relation for a breakfaſt, nor 


Befitting this firſt meeting. Welcome, fir; 
This 
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This cell's my court; here have I few attendants, 
And ſubjects none abroad; pray you, look in; 
My Dukedom fince you've given me again, 

I will requite you with as good a thing; 

At leaſt, bring forth a wonder to content you, 

As much as me my Dukedom. 


SCENE opens to the Entrance of the Cell. 


Here Proſpero diſcovers Ferdinand and Miranda playing 
at Cheſs, 


Mira. Sweet Lord, you play me faiſe. 
Fer. No, my dear love, 
J would not for the world. 
Mira. Ves, for a ſcore of kingdoms you ſhould wrangle, 
And I would call it fair play. 
Alen. If this prove 
A viſion of the iſland, one dear ſon 
Shall I twice loſe, 
Seb. A moſt high miracle! 
Fer. Though the ſeas threaten, they are merciful : 
I 've cars'd them without cauſe, Ferd. Anceli. 
Aen. Now all the bleftings 
Of a glad father, compaſs thee about! 
Ariſe, and fay how thou cam'ſt here, 
Mira. O! wonder! 
How many goodly creatures are there here! 
How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world, 
That bas ſuch people in't! 
Pro. Tis new to thee. | 
Alen. What is this maid, with whom thou waſt at play? 
Your eld'ſt acquaintance cannot be three hours: 
Is ſhe the goddeſs that hath ſever'd us, 
And brought us thus together ? 
Fer. Sir, ſhe 's mortal; 
But, by immortal providence, ſhe 's mine. 
I choſe her, when I could not aſk my father 
Fox his advice; nor thought I had one; the 


Is 
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Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan, 
Of whom ſo often I have heard renown, 
But never ſaw before; of whom I have 
Receiv'd a ſecond life, and ſecond father 
This lady makes him tu me. 
Alon. I am hers; 
But, oh, how oddly will it ſound, that I 
Muſt aſk my child forgiveneſs ! 
Pro, There, fir, ſtop ; 
Let us not burden our remembrance, with 
An heavineſs that's gone, 
Gon. I've inly wept, 
Or ſhould have ſpoke, ere this, Look down, you gods, 
And on this couple drop a bleſſed crown; 
For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way, 
Which brought us hither ! 
Alon. I ſay, Amen, Gonzalo / | 
* Gon, Was Milan thruſt from Milan, that his iſſue 
Should become Kings of Naples! O rejoice 
* Beyond a common joy, and ſet it down 
* In gold on laſting pillars! in one voyage 
C Dicke Claribel her huſband find at Twris ; 
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife, 
Where he himſelf was loſt ; Proſpero his Dukedom, 
* In a poor iſle; and all of us, ourſelves, 
When no man was his own.“ 
Alon. Give me your hands: 
Let grief and ſorrow ſtill embrace his heart, 
That doth not wiſh you joy ! 
Gon. Be 't ſo, Amen! 


Enter Anel, with the — and Boatfwain amaxedly, 
A ing. 


O look, fir, look, fir, here are more of us! 

I propheſy'd, if a gallows were on land, 

This fellow could not drown, Now, blaſphemy, 
That ſwear'ſt grace o'erboard,” not an oath on ſhore ? 


Haſt thou no mouth by land? what is the news? 
Boat i 
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Boat/. The beſt news is, that we have ſafely found 
Our King and company ; the next, our ſhip, 
Which but three glaſſes fince we gave out ſplit, 

Is tight and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when 
We firſt put out to ſea, 

Ari. Sir, all this ſervice 
Have I done fince I went. 

Pro. My trickſey ſpirit ! 

Alon. Theſe are not natural events; they ſtrengthen,. 
From ſtrange to ſtranger. Say, how came vou hither ? 

Boarſ. It T did think, fir, I were well awake, 
I'd ſtrive to tell you. We were dead aſleep, 

And, how we know not, all clapt under hatches, 
Where but ev'n now with ſtrange and ſev'ral noiſes, 
Of roaring, ſhrieking, howling, jingling chains, 
And more diverſity of ſounds, all horrible, 

We were awak'd; ſtraightway at liberty: 

Where we, in all her trim, freſhly beheld * 

Our royal, good, and gallant-ſhip; our maiter 
Cap'ring to eye her; on a trice, ſo pleaſe you, 
Ev*n in a dream, were we divided from them, 

And were brought moping hither. 

Ari. Was t well done? | 

Pro. Bravely, my diligence ;: thou ſhalt be free. 

Alon. This is as ſtrange a maze as e er men trod, 
And there is in this buſineſs, more than nature 
Was ever conduct of; ſome oracle 
Muſt rectify our knowledge. 

Pro, Sir, my liege, | 
Do not infeſt your mind with beating on 
The ſtrangeneſs of this buſineſs; at pickt leiſure, 
(Which ſhall be ſhortly) fingly I'll reſolve you, 
Which to you ſhall ſeem probable, of every 
Theſe happen'd accidents ; till when be chearful, 
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pere wwe in all our trim, freſhly beheld | 
Our reyal, good and gallant ſhip ;—] What was their trim, would 
the editors have us conceive ? the fright that they had been put into, 
by the diverſity of noiſes? but as Dr. Thirlby rightly obſerved to me, 
the trim is to be underſtood of the ſhip, and not of the crew, * 
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And think of each thing well. Come hither, ſpirit; 
det Caliban and his companions free: 

Untie the ſpell. How fares my gracious fir ? 

There are yet miſſing of your company 

Some few odd lads, that you remember not. 


Enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, au Trinculo,. 


in their ſtolen Apparel. 


Step. Every man ſhift for all the reſt, and let no man 
take care for himſelf ;. for all is but fortune. Coragio, 
bully-monſter, Coragio / | 

Trin. If theſe be true ſpies, which I wear in my head, 
here 's a goodly ſight, 

Cal. O Setebes, theſe be brave ſpirits, indeed 
How fine my maſter is! Lam afraid, 

He will chaſtiſe me. | 

6 Seb. Ha, ha; 
* What things are theſe, my lord Autbonio / 
Will money buy em? 

Ant. Very like; one of them 
«© Is a plain fiſh, and no doubt marketable.” 

Pro. Mark but the badges of theſe men, my Lords, 
Then ſay, if they be true: this miſ-ſhap'd knave, 

His mother was a witch, and one ſo ſtrong 
That could controul the moon, make flows and ebbs. 
And deal in her command without her power.” 
Theſe three have robb'd me; and this demy-devil 
(For he's a baſtard one) had plotted with them, 
To take my life; two of theſe fellows you 
Muſt know and own; this thing of darkneſs I 
Acknowledge mine. 

Cal. I ſhall be pincht to death, 

Alon. Is not this Stephane, my drunken butler? 

Seb. He's drunk now: where had he wine! 

Alon. And Trinculo is reeling ripe ; where ſhould they 


Find 


IRR. ee . ⁵˙² 2 


68 I'S aMERTSFT. 
Find this grand ?lixir, that hath gilded em“? 
How cam'ſt thou in this pickle ? 

Trin, T have been in ſuch a pickle, fince I ſaw you 
laſt, that I fear me, will never out of my bones: I ſhall 
not fear fly-blowing. 

Seb. Why how now, Stephane ? 

Step. O, touch me not: I am not Stephane, but a cramp. 

Pro, You'd be King o' th' iſle, firrah? 

Step. I ſhould have been a ſore one then. 

Alon. Tis a ſtrange thing, as e er Ilook'd on. 

Pro. He is as diſproportion'd in his manners, 

As in his ſhape ; go, firrah, to my cell, 
Take with you your companions ; as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handſomly. 
Cal. Ay, that I will; and 1'11 be wiſe hereafter, 
And ſeek for grace. What a thrice-double aſs 
Was I, to take this drunkard for a God, 
And worſhip this dull fool! 

Pro. Go to, away ! | 

Ales, Hence, and beſtow your luggage where you 
found it, 

Seb. Or ſtole it rather, 
Pro. Sir, I invite your Highneſs, and your train, 
To my poor cell; where you ſhall take your reſt, 
For this one night, which (part of it) I'll waſte 
With ſuch diſcourſe, as, I not doubt, ſhall make it 
Go quick away; the ftory of my life, 
And the particular accidents gone by, 
Since I came to this ifle ; and in the morn, 
I'll bring you to your ſhip: and ſo to Naples; 
Where I have hope to ſee the nuptials, 
Of theſe our dear-beloved, ſolemniz'd ; 


Find this grand liguor.] 1 certainly think, Shakeſpeare wrote 
Axir here; alluding to the grand elixir of which the chymiſts of that 
age told ſuch wonders, that it would renew youth, purchaſe immor- 
tality, &c. and it being, as they pretended, a preparation of Bod 
they call'd it alſo, Aurum potabile ; hence, tis probable, Shakeſpeare 
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And thence retire me to my Milan, where 
Every third thought ſhall be my grave. 

Alon. I long 
To hear the ſtory of your life, which muft 
Take the ear ſtrangely. 

Pro. I'll deliver all; 
And promiſe you calm ſeas, auſpicious gales, 
And fail ſo expeditious, that ſhall catch. 
Your royal fleet far off: My Ariel, chick, 
That is thy charge: Then to the elements 
Be free, and fare thou well! Pleaſe you, draw near: 
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8 poken by Profpero, 


MN OW my charms are all o&er-thrown. 
And what ſtrength I hawe*s mine own ; 

Which is moſt faint : and now, tis true, 
T muſt be here confin'd by you, | 
Or ſent to Naples. Let me not, 
Since I have my Dukedom got, 
And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare iſland by your jþell : 
But releaſe me from my band's, 
With the help of your good hands. 
Gentle breath of yours my ſails 
Muſt fill, or elſe my project fails, 
Which was to pleaſe. For now 1 aa 
Spirits enforce, art to enchant ; 
And my ending is deſpair *, 
© Unleſs I be reliev'd by prayer; 
* Which pierces fo, that it aſſaults 
Mercy itſelf, and frees all faults. 

As you would pardon'd wiſh to be, 

Let your indulgence ſet me free. 


* And my ending is Deſpair, ] The alluſion is very well kept up in 
this Epilogue, And the actor here is not only applying to the au- 
dience for favour, in behalf of the author; but Proſpero ſpeaks in the 
character of a magician; and ſo (as Mr, Warburton 2 to me) al- 


ludes to the old ſtories told of the necromancers deſpair in their laſt 
moments, and the prayers of their friends for them. 
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